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HOME AND BEAUTY

ACT I

The scene is Yictorta’s bedroom. It is the Und of bed-

room which is onhj used to sleep in ; and but for the

bed, with its hangings and its beautiful coverlet, and
the great lacquer dressing-table, crowded with the

necessary aids to feminine beauty, might just as well

be a sitting-room. There are graceful pieces of
furniture here and there, attractive 'lActurcs on the

walls, flowers : it is all very comforlable, luxurious,

and modish. In the fire-place a bright fire is

burning.

ViCTomA, a pretty little thing in a lovely ^^con-

fection,'' which is partly tea-gown and partly dressing-

gown, is lying on a sofa having her hands manicured.

Miss Dennis, the manicurist, is a neat, trim

person of twenty-five. She has a slight cochney

accent.

Miss Dennis.

[Evidently ending a long story.'] And so at last I

said to him : Oh, very well, 'ave it your own way.

Yictoria.

One has to in the end, you know.
1



2 HOME AND BBA UTY

Miss Dennis.

He’d asked me five times^, and I really got tired of

saying no. And then, you see, in my business you
get to know all the ias and outs of man ied life, and

ray impression is that, in the long run, it don^t really

matter very much who you marry.

ViCTOKIA.

Oh, I do so agree with you there. It all depends
on yourself. When my first husband was killed,

poor darling, I went all to pieces. My bust simply

went to nothing, I couldn't wear a low dress for

months.
Miss Dennis.

How dreadful.

ViCTOKIA.

I simply adored him. But you know, Fm just as

fond of my second husband.

Miss Dennis.

You must have one of those loving natures.

Victoria.

Of course, I should never survive it if anything

happened to ray present husband, but if anything

did—touch wood—you know, I couldn't help myself,

I d just have to marry again, and I know I’d love my
third husband just as much as I loved the other two.

Miss Dennis.

[ShjhingJ\ Love is a wonderful thing.
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Victoria.

Oh, wonderful. Of course, I’d wait the year. I

waited the year when my first was killed.

Miss Dennis.

Oh yes, I think one always ought to wait the year.

Victoria.

I noticed you had an engagement ring on the

moment you came in.

Miss Dennis.

I didn’t really ought to wear it during business

hours, but I like to feel it’s there.

Victoria.

I know the feeling so well. You turn it round
under your glove, and you say to yourself : Well,

that’s settled. Is he nice-looking 1

Miss Dennis.

Well, he’s not what you might call exactly hand-
some, but he’s got a nice face.

Victoria.

Both my husbands have been very handsome men.
You know, people say it doesn’t matter what a man
looks like, but that’s all nonsense. There’s nothing

shows a woman off like a good-looking man.

Miss Dennis.
He’s very fair.
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Victoria,

Of course, it’s all a matter of taste, but I don’t

think I should like that myself. They always say

fair men are deceitful. Both my husbands were dark,

and they both had the D.S.O.

Miss Detois.

That’s funny, isn’t it ?

Victoria.

I flatter myself there are not many women who’ve
becnmarried totwo D.8.0 ’s I think I’ve donemy bit.

Miss Dennis.

I should just think you had. If it’s not asking too

much, I should like to know which of them you liked

best.

Victoria.

Well, you know, I really can’t say.

Miss Dennis.

Of course, I haven’t had the experience, but I

should have thought you’d prefer the one who wasn’t

there. That almost seems like human nature,

doesn’t it 'I

Victoria.

The fact is, all men have their faults. They’re

selfiish, brutal, and inconsiderate. They don’t under-

stand how much everything costs. They can’t

things, poor dears; they’re cat-witted. Of course,

Freddie’s very unreasonable sometimes, but then so

was Bill. And he adores me. He can hardly bear

me out of his sight. They both adoi'cd me.
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Miss Dennis.

That makes up for a great deal, I must say.

Victoria.

I can’t understand the women who complain that
they’re misunderstood. I don’t want to be under-
stood. I want to be loved.

[Taylor oj^ens the clow and introduces Mus.
Shuttleworth. 2Viis is Victoria’s moth&i\

an elderly grey-haired lady in hlacL ]

Taylor.

Mrs. Shuttleworth. [Exit']

Victoria.

[Gushing.] Darling Mother.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

My precious child.

Victoria.

This is Miss Dennis. It’s the only moment in the

day she was able to give me.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

[Graciously.] How do you do 1

Victoria.

You don’t mind coming up all these stairs, do you,

darling 1 You see, we have to be dreadfully eco-

nomical with our coal. We tried to wangle more,

hut we couldn’t manage it.
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Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Oh, I know. The coal controller was positively

rude to me, Eed tape, you know.

Victoria.

They say we can only have two fires. Of course,

we have to have one in the nursery, and I must have
one in my bedroom. So I have to see people in here.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

And how are the precious darlings ?

Victoria.

Fred’s got a slight cold, and Nannie thought he’d

better stay in bed, but Baby’s splendid. Nannie will

bring him in presently.

Miss Dennis.

Are they both boys, Mrs. Lowndes ?

Victoria.

Yes. But Fm going to have a girl next time.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Fred will be two next month, Victoria.

VfCTORlA.

I know. I’m beginning to feel so old. Poor lamb,

he wasn’t born till three months after his father was

killed.

Miss Dennis.

How very sad. You don’t like the nails too red,

do you li
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Victoria.

Not too red.

Mrs. Shuitleworth.

She looked too sweet in mourning. I wish you
could have seen her, Miss Dennis.

Victoria.

Mother, how can you say anything so heartless?

Of course, black does suit me. There's no denying
that.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I insisted on her going to Mathilde. Mourning
must be well made, or else it looks nothing at all.

Miss Dennis.

Did you say your little boy's name was Fred*?

After his father, I suppose*?

Victoria.

Oh no, my first husband was called William. He
particularly wanted the baby to be called Frederick

after Major Lowndes. You see, Major Lowndes had
been my husband's best man, and they'd always been

such great friends.

Miss Dennis.
Oh, I see,

'

Victoria.

Then, when I married Major Lowndes, aivd my
second baby was born, we thought it would be nice

to give it my first husband’s name, and so we called

it William.
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Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I was against it myself. I thought it would always
remind the dear child of what she’d lost.

ViCTORTl.

Oh, hilt, Mother darling, I don’t feel a bit like

that about Bill. I shall never forget him. [7b Miss
Dennis, imnimrj to a double photograioh frame,'] You
see, I have their photographs side by side.

Miss Dennis.

Some men wouldn’t like that very much.

Victoria.

Freddie has me now. • He can’t grudge it if I give

a passing thought to that poor dead hero who’s lying

in a nameless grave in Finance.

Mrs. SnuTTLEwoiiTH.

Don’t upset yourself, darling. You know how bad
it is for your skin. She has such a soft heart, poor
dear.

Victoria.

Of course, now the war’s over, it’s difierent, but
when Freddie was at the front I always thought it

must be a consolation to him to think that if any-
tliing happened to him and I married again I should
always keep a little corner in my heart for him.

Miss Dennis.

There, I think that’s all for to-day, Mrs. Lowndes.
Would you like me to come again on Friday ?

[She proceeds to put away the various utensils she

has been using,]
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VlCTORrA.

[Loolwg at her nails
]

Please. You do them
beautifully. There’s something very satisfactory in

a well-manicured hand. It gives you a sense of

assurance, doesn’t it? If 1 were a man I would
never want to hold a hand that wasn’t nicely

manicured.
Miss Dennis.

The gentleman I’m going to marry said to me
that the first thing that attracted him was the way
my nails was polished.

Victoria.

One never knows what’ll take a man’s fancy.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Personally, I am a firm believer in first impressions.

And that is why I say to all the girls I know : When-
ever you are being shown into a drawing-room bite

both your lips hard, give them a good lick, put your
head in the air, and then sail in. There’s nothing-

men like more than a red moist mouth. I’m an old

woman now, but I never go into a room without

doing it.

Miss Dennis.

Fancy, now, I never thought of that. I must try

it and see.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

It may make all the difference to your life.

Victoria.

Miss Dennis is engaged to be married, Mother,
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Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Ah, my dear, don’t make the common mistake of

thinking that because you’ve got one man safe you
need not make yourself attractive to others.

Victoria.

On Friday next, then, Miss Dennis.

Miss Dennis.

Very well, Mrs. Lowndes. Is there anything
you’re wanting just at the moment?

Victoria.
Nothing, thanks.

Miss Dennis.

I’ve got a new skin food that they’ve just sent me
over from Paris. I would like you to give it a trial.

I think it’s just the thing for your complexion.

Victoria.

Fm afraid to try anything I don’t know. I’ve got

such a delicate skin.

Miss Dennis.

It’s been specially prepared for skins like yours,

Mrs. Lowndes. The ordinary skin food is well

enough for the ordinary skin, but a really beautiful

skin like yours wants something very extra-special

in the way of food.

Victoria.

I expect it’s frightfully expensive, and you know,
they say we must economize. I suppose somebody’s
got to pay for the war.
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Miss Dennis.

I’ll make special terms for you, Mrs. Lowndes,
ril only charge you fifty-nine and six for a three-

guinea pot. It’s a large pot, as large as that. \_Slie

measures with her fingers a pot about three inches high.l

I promise you it’s not an extravagance. A good skin

food is an investment.

Victoria.

Oh, well, bring it with you next time you come.

Miss Dennis.

Fm sure you won’t regret it. Good-afternoon,

Mrs. Lowndes. [To Mrs. >Shuttlkworth.] Good-
afternoon, [She goes ont.^

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I dare say she’s right. They pick up a lot of

experience, those women. I alw^ays say the same
thing to girls : Look after your skin, and your bills

will look after themselves.

Victoria.

She was telling mo that the Johnston Blakes are

going to divorce.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

[Without concern.l Eeally. Why ?

Victoria.

He’s been fighting for the last four years. He
says he wants a little peace now.
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Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I’m afraid many of these men whoVe been away
so long will have got out of the habit of being

married. I dare say it was a mercy that poor Bill

was killed.

Victoria.

Mother darling, how can you say anything so

dreadful ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Well, I must say I was thankful when Freddie

got a job at the War Office. The difference between
men and women is that men are not naturally

addicted to matiimony. With patience, firmness,

and occasional rewards you can train them to it just

as you can train a dog to walk on its hind-legs. But
a dog would rather w’alk on all fours and a man
would rather be free. Marriage is a habit.

Victoria.

And a very good one, Mother.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Of course. But the unfortunate thing about this

world is that good habits are so much easier to get

out of than bad ones.

Victoria.

Well, one thing I do know, and that is that

Freddie simply adores being married to me.

Mrs. SHUTTJ.EWORTH.

In your place, I should have married Leicester

Paton.
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Victoria.

Good heavens, why ?

Mrs. Shuttlewortk.

Have you never noticed that he wears spats?

Men who wear spats always make the best husbands.

Victoria.

It probably only means that he has cold feet. I

expect he wears bedsocks, and I should hate that.

Mrs. Shuttlewortk.

Nonsense. It means that he has a neat and
orderly mind. He likes things just so. Everything
in its place and at the proper season. In fact, a

creature of habit. I am convinced that after six

months of marriage Leicester Paton w'ould forget

that he’d ever been a bachelor.

Victoria.

I was a soldier’s widow; I don’t think it would
have been very patriotic to marry a civilian.

Mrs. Siiun’LEWORTH.

You girls all talked as though the war would last

for ever. Heroism is all very well, but at a paity

it’s not nearly so useful as a faculty for small talk.

[Taylor cowes 171,1

Taylor.

Mr. Leicester Paton has called, madam. I said I

didn’t know if you could sec him.
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Victoria.

Talk of ihe devil. Oh yes, bring him up here.

Taylor.

Very good, madam. [Exit.]

Mrs. Shuttlewortii.

I didn’t know you' were seeing anything of him,

Victoria.

Victoria.

[With some archness.^ He’s been rather attentive

lately.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I knew I was right. I felt sure you attracted him.

Victoria.

Oh, darling, you know I can never think of anyone
but Freddie, but of course it’s useful to have someone
to run errands for one. And he can wangle almost
anything one wants.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.
Butter?

Victoria.

Everything, my dear, butter, sugar, whisky.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Bite your lips, darling, and give them a good lick.

[Victoria carries out the simijestion,'] You missed the

chance of your life.

Victoria.

After all, he never asked me.
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Mrs. Shttttleworth.

Don't be silly, Victoria, you should have made him.

VlUTOKlA.

You know that I adored Freddie. Besides, ration

books hadn^t come in then.

Mrs. Shuttlewortii.

By the way, where is Freddie ?

Victoria.

Oh, my dear, I’m perfectly furious with him. He
promised to take me out to luncheon, and he never

turned up. He never telephoned or anything
;
not

a word. I think it’s too bad of him. He may be
dead for all I know.

Mrs. Shuttlewortii
Optimist.

[Taylor ushers in Mr. Leicester Paton, and
then goes out. He is a smalls fat man, very

well pleased with the world and with himself,

heautifidly dressed and obviously prosperous.

You could tell at a mile that he had so much
money that he did not know what to do with it,

lie is aJfaUe, gallant, and easy,']

Taylor.

Mr. Leicester Paton.

Victoria.

I hope you don’t mind being dragged up all these

stairs. We have to be so dreadfully economical with
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our coal. I can only afford to have a fire in my
bedroom.

Paton.

[Shaking hands with her.] You’re not going to tell

me that you have any trouble about getting coal.

Why on earth didn’t you let me know? [Shaking

hands with Mrs. Shuttleworih.] How do you do ?

ViOTorjA.

You don’t mean to say you could get me some ?

Paton.

It’s quite out of the question that a pretty woman
shouldn’t have everything she wants.

VicroRiA.

I told Preddie that I felt sure he could wangle it

somehow. What’s the use of being at the War Office

if you can’t have some soit of a pull ?

Paton.

Leave it to mo. I’ll see what I can do for you.

Victoria.

You’re a perfect marvel.

I’ATON.

Now that these men arc coming back from the

front no one would look at us poor devils who stayed
at home if we didn’t at least make ourselves useful.

Victoria.

You only stayed at homo because it was your duty.
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Paton.

I attested, you know
; I didn’t wait to be called up.

But the Government said to me : You’re a ship-

builder
:
go on building ships. So I built them ships.

Mrs. Shuti’Leworth.

I think it was very noble of you.

Baton.

And then they bi’ing in a tax on excess profits.

As I said to the Prime Minister myself : It’s trying

one’s patriotism rather high. It really is.

Mrs. Siidttleworth.

A little bird has whispered to me that the Govern-
ment intends to show its appreciation of your great

services in the next Honours List.

Baton.

Oh, one doesn’t ask for that. One’s glad to have
been able to do one’s bit.

Yictoria.

How true that is. That’s just what I feel.

Mrs. SnxjTTLEWORTH.

Victoria has worked like a dog, you know. It’s a

marvel to me how her health has stood it.

Victoria.

I don’t know how many committees I’ve been on.

I’ve sold at twenty-three bazaars.
2
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Paton.

There’s nothing that takes it out of one so much.

Victoria.

At the beginning of the war I worked in a canteen,

but I had to give that up, because I could never go
out to lunch anywhere. I thought at one time of

working in a hospital, but you know all the red tape

there is in those places—they said I had no training.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I’m sure you’d have made a wonderful nurse.

Victoria.

I didn’t propose to be the ordinary sort of nurse at

all. I was quite content to leave that to those un-

fortunate Jemales who make their living by it. But
it doesn’t want any particular training to be nice to

those poor, dear, wounded boys, 'to shake out their

pillows, and take them flowers, and read to them.

It only wants sympathy.

Paton.

I don’t know anyone who has more.

Victoria.

[With a flash of her eyes.} With people I like.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Have you stopped your teas, darling ?

Victoria.

Oh yes, after the Armistice.
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Paton.

You used to give teas to wounded soldiers ?

ViCTOEIA.

Yes^ Tommies, you know. I think it’s so im-

portant to cultivate the personal relation. I used to

invite a dozen every Thursday. At first I had them
in the drawing-room, but it made them shy, poor
dears, so I thought it would be nicer for them if they
had it in the servants’ hall. Pm the only woman I

know who never had the smallest trouble with her
maids.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Darling, I think I’ll go upstairs and see how my
dear little grandson is. I do hope it’s not influenza.

Victoria.

Yes, do, Mother. He’ll be thrilled to see you.

[Mrs. Shuttleworth goes out. Leicester
Paton, nsmg as she does^ ivhen he sits down
again taJces a jplace on the sofa leside

Victoria.]

Paton.

Is anything the matter with your little boy ^

Victoria.

Poor darling, he’s got a cold.

Paton,
I’m so sorry.

Victoria.

I* dare say it’s nothing, but you know what a

mother is : she can’t help feeling anxious.
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Paton.

You’re a wonderful mother.

Victoria.

I adore my children.

Paton.

[Going on with his sentence.] And a perfect wife.

Victoria.

D’you think so ?

Paton.

Doesn’t your husband ?

Victoria.

Oh, he's only my husband. His opinion doesn’t

count.

Paton.

Does he know what a lucky man ho is

Victoria.

If he does he’s quite convinced that he deserves

to be.

Paton.
I envy him.

Victoria.

[Flashing a glance at him,] You don't think I’m

quite detestable, then

Paton.

Shall I tell you what I think of you ?
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Victoria.

No, don’t, you’ll only exaggerate. You know,
there are only two qualities that I flatter myself on :

I’m not vain and I am unselfish.

[Frederick comes in. He is a tall, soldierly

fellow in uniform, with o'ed tabs and a number

of ribbons on his tunic. He nods to Leicester
Paton a'tid shakes hands with him.']

Victoria.

Freddie, where ham you been all this time ?

Frederick.

Pve been at the club.

Victoria.

But you promised to take me out to luncheon.

Frederick.

Did I ? I forgot all about it. I’m so sorry.

Victoria.

Forgot ? I suppose something more amusing
turned up.

Frederick.

Well, I only said I’d come if I wasn’t too busy.

Victoria.
Were you busy ?

I was.

Frederick.
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Victoria.

Bill was never too busy to give me luncheon when
I wanted it.

Frederick.
Fancy that.

Baton.

I think I’ll be getting along. Now the war’s over

you fellows can take things easily. My work goes

on just the same.
Frederick.

That’s a new car you’ve got, isn’t it ?

Baton.

I have to get about somehow, you know.

Frederick.

So do I, but being only a soldier I manage to do it

on my flat feet.

Baton.

[SlmUng haoicls with Victoria.] Good-bye.

Victoria.

Good-bye. So nice of you to come and see me.

[Leicester Baton goes ovL]

Victoria.

I should be glad to know why you threw me over

like that.

Frederick.

Are you obliged to receive visitors in your
bedroom ?
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Yictoria.

You dont mean to say youVe jealous, darling?

I thought you seemed grumpy. Is he put out ? Let
him come and give his little wife a nice kiss.

Frederick.

\IrritaUy,'] I’m not in the least jealous.

Victoria.

You silly old thing. You know it’s the only room
in the house that’s got a fire.

Frederick.

Why the dickens don’t you have one in the

drawing-room ?

VicroRTA.

My poor lamb, have you forgotten that there’s

been a war and there happens to be a shortage of

coal? I will tell you exactly why we don’t have
a fire in the drawing-room. Patriotism.

Frederick.

Patriotism be hanged. The place is like an

ice-house.

Victoria.

Darling, don’t be unreasonable. After spending

two winters in the trenches I shouldn’t have thought

you’d be such a slave to your comfort. I know you
don’t mean it when you say patriotism be hanged,

but you shouldn’t say things like that even in jest.
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Frederick.

Tm dashed if I can sec why it would be less

patriotic to have a fire in the drawing-room where

we could all benefit by it, rather than here where it's

no good to anyone but you.

Victoria.

[Opening her eyes mry wide,] Darling, you’re not

going to ask me to do without a fire in my bedroom ?

How can you be so selfish ? Heaven knows, I don't

want to boast about anything I've done, but after

having slaved my life out for four years I do think

I deserve a little consideration.

Frederick.

How’s the kid ?

Victoria.

And it’s not as if I grudged you the use of my
room. You can come and sit here as much as you
like. Besides, a man has his club. He can always
go there if he wants to.

Frederick.

I apologize. You’re quite right. You’re always
right.

Victoria.

I thought you wanted me to be happy.

I do, darling.

Frederick.
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Victoria.

Before we were married, you said you’d make that
the chief aim of your life.

Frederick.

\SwMmgJ\ I can’t imagine that a sensible man
could want a better one.

Victoria.

Confess that you’ve been a perfect pig.

Frederick.

A brute beast, darling.

Victoria.

\j\Iollified.'\ D’you know that I asked you to give

mo a kiss just now ? It’s not a request that I’m in

the habit of having ignored.

Frederick.

I trust it’s not one that you’re in the habit of

making to all and sundry.

\He kisses he7\']

Victoria.

Now tell me why you forgot to take me out to

luncheon to-day.

Frederick.

I didn’t forgot. I was prevented. I ... I

haven’t had any luncheon myself. I’ll just ring and
ask the cook to send me up something.

Victoria.

My poor lamb, the cook left this morning.
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Frederick.
Again '?

Victoria.

How d'you mean again ^ This
she's left.

Frederick.

Hang it all, she’s only been here

is the first time

a week.

Victoria.

You needn’t get cross about it. It’s much more
annoying for me than for you.

Frederick.

[Irritaily,] I don’t know why on earth you can’t

keep your servants.

Victoria.

No one can keep servants nowadays.

Frederick.

Other people do.

Victoria.

Please don’t speak to me like that, Freddie. I’m

not used to it.

Frederick.

I shall speak to you exactly as I choose.

VlCTORI'I.

It’s so petty to lose your temper just because you
can’t have something to eat. I should have thought
after spending two years in the trenches you’d be
accustomed to going without a meal now and then.
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Frederick.

For goodness’ sake don’t make a scene.

Victoria.

It’s not I who am making a scene. It’s yon who
are making a scene.

Frederick.

Victoria, I beg you to control yourself.

Victoria.

I don’t know how you can be so unkind to me.
After all the anxiety I suffered on your account when
you were in France I do think you might have a
little consideration for me.

Frederick.

Seeing that for the last year I’ve had a per-

fectly safe, cushy job at the War Office, I think you
might by now have recovered from any anxiety you
felt on my account,

Victoria,

Must I remind you that my nerves were shattered

by poor Bill’s death ?

Frederick.

No, but I was confident you would.

Victoria.

The doctor said I should need the greatest attention

for several years. I don’t believe I shall ever quite

get over it. I should have thought even if you didn’t

love me any more you’d have a little human pity for

me. That’s all I ask, just the tolerant kindness you’d
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show to a dog who was fond of you. [Wo^'king herself

up into a passion^^ Heaven knows I’m not exacting.

I do everything I can to make you happy. I’m
patience itself. Even my worst enemy would have
to admit that I’m unselfish. \^As he is about to speak.

^

You weren’t obliged to marry me. I didn’t ask you
to. You pretended you loved me. I would never
have married you if it hadn’t been for Bill. You
were his greatest friend. You made me love you
because you spoke so beautifully of him. \IIe is just

going to say something^ hut she goes on implacably

That’s my mistake. I’ve loved you too much. You’re
not big enough to bear so great a love. Oh, what a
fool I’ve been. I let myself be taken in by you, and
I’ve been bitterly punished. {^Heading off the wm’ds
she sees he wants to speak.'] Bill would never have
treated me like that. Bill wouldn’t have taken my
poor, loving heart and thrown it aside like an old

hat. Bill loved me. He would have always loved

me. I adored that man. He waited on me hand and
foot. He was the most unselfish man I ever knew.
He was a hero. He’s the only man 1 ever really

cared for. I was mad ever to think of marrying you,
mad, mad, mad. I shall never be happy again . I

would give anything in the world to have my dear,

dear Bill back again.

FltBDEUIOK.

I’m glad you feel like that about it, because he’ll

be here in about three minutes.

Yictoria.

[Brought up short.] What ? What on earth d’you
mean by that?
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Frederick.

He rang me up at the club a little while ago,

Victoria.

Freddie,

mad ?

What are you talking about ? Are you

Frederick.

No. Nor drunk.

Victoria.

I don’t understand. Who talked to you*?

Frederick.

Bill.

Victoria.

Bill. Bill who?

Frederick.

Bill Cardew.
Victoria.

But, poor darling, he’s dead.

Frederick.

Ho showed no sign of it on the telephone.

Victoria.

But, Freddie . . . Freddie. Oh, you’re pulling

my leg. It’s too beastly of you. How can you be

so heartless ?

Frederick.

Well, just wait and you’ll see for yourself.

[Loohing at his wrist watch.] In about two and a

half minutes now, I should think.
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Yiotoria.

[Coaxing him,'] Now, Freddie, don’t be vindictive.

I dare say I was rather catty. I didn^t mean it. You
know I adore you You can have a fire in your
study, and damn the food controller. Pm sorry for

all I said just now. There, now, iPs all right, isn’t it

Fkederiok.

Perfectly. But it’s not going to prevent Bill from
walking into this room in about two minutes and a

quarter.

Victoria.

1 shall scream. It’s not true. Oh, Freddie, if you
ever loved me, say it’s not true.

Frederick.

There’s no need to take my word for it.

Victoria.

But, Freddie, darling, do be sensible. Poor Bill

was killed at the Battle of Ypres. He was actually

seen to fall. He was reported dead by the War
Office. You know how distressed I was. I wore
mourning and everything. We even had a memorial
service.

Frederick.

I know. It’ll want a devil of a lot of explaining,

turning up like this.

Victoria.

I shall go stark, staring mad in a minute. How
do you know it was Bill who spoke to you on the

telephone ?
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Frebeiiick.

He said so.

Victoria.

That proves nothing. Lots of people say theyhe
the Kaiser.

Frederick.

Yes, but they speak from a lunatic asylum. He
spoke from Harwich Station.

Victoria.

I dare say it was somebody else of the same name.

Frederick.

That^s idiotic, Victoria. I recognized his voice.

Victoria.

What did he say exactly ?

Frederick.

Well, he said he was at Harwich Station, and would
be in London at 3.13. And would I break it to you?

Victoria.

But he must have said more than that.

Frederick.

No, not much.

Victoria.

For goodness’ sake, tell me exactly what he said

—

exactly.
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Feederick.

Well, I was just coming along to take you out to

luncheon, when I was told I was wanted on the

telephone. A long-distance call—Harwich.

Victoria.

I know. A seaport town.

Frederick.

I strolled along and took up the receiver. I said

:

Is that you, darling?

Victoria.

Why did you say that ?

Frederick.

That’s always a good opening on the telephone.

It puts the person at the other end at their ease.

Victoria.

Idiot.

Frederick.

Somebody said : Is that you, Freddie ? I thought

I recognized the voice, and I felt all funny. Yes, I

said. It’s me, Bill, he said. Bill Cardew.'

Victoria.

For heaven’s sake be quick about it.

Frederick.

Hulloa, I said, I thought you were dead. I

thought as much, he answered. How are you?
I said. Al, he said.
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Victoria.

What an idiotic conversation.

Frederick.

Damn it all, I had to say something.

Victoria.

You ought to have said a thousand things.

Frederick.

We only had three minutes.

Victoria.
Well, go on.

Frederick.

He said: Vm just tootling up to London. Fll

he up at 3.13. You might go along and break it to

Victoria. Right ho, I said. He said So-long and I

said So-long. And we rang off.

Victoria.

But that was before luncheon. Why didn’t you
come at once and tell me 1

Frederick.

To tell you the truth I was a bit shaken by then.

I thought the first thing was to have a double whisky
and a small soda.

Victoria.

And what did you do then ?

3
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Frederick.

Well, I sat down to think. I thought steadily for

a couple of hours.

Victoria.

And what have you thought 1

Frederick.
Nothing,

Victoria.

It seems hardly worth while to have gone without

your lunch.

Frederick.

It’s a devilish awkward position for me.

Victoria.

For you ? And what about me 1

Frederiok.

After all, Bill was my oldest pal. He may think

it rather funny that IVe married his wife.

Funny 1

Victoria.

Frederick.

On the other hand, he may not.

Victoria.

Why didn’t you tell me the moment you came in,

instead of talking about heaven knows what ?
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Frederick.

It wasn’t a very easy thing to say. I was trying
to find an opportunity to slip it in casually, don't you
know.

Victoria.

[Furiously.'] Wasting precious time.

Frederick.

[Blandly.] Darling, you surely don’t think making
a scene is ever waste of time.

Victoria.

Now we haven't got a chance to decide on anything.

I haven’t even time to put a frock on.

Frederick.

What the deuce do you want to put a frock on
for?

Victoria.

After all, I am his widow. I think it would be

only nice of me to be wearing mourning when he

comes. What did he say when you told him %

Frederick.

When I told him what ?

Victoria.

How can you be so stupid ! When you told him
you and I were married.
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Frederick.

But I didn’t tell him.

Victoria.

Do you mean to say that he’s coming here under

the impression that I’m his wife ?

Frederick.

Why, naturally.

Victoria.

But why on earth didn’t you tell him at once?

It was the only thing to do. Surely you see that.

Frederick.

It didn’t strike me at the moment. Besides, it’s

rather a delicate thing to say on the telephone.

Victoria.

Well, someone must tell him.

Frederick.

I’ve come to the conclusion that you’re quite the

best person to do that.

Victoria.

I? I? I? Do you think I’m going to do all

your dirty work?

Frederick.

I must say, I don’t think it would come well from
me.
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Victoria.

I’m not going to deal my darling Bill this bitter,

bitter blow.

Frederick.

By the way, it’s—it’s jolly he’s alive, isn’t it?

Victoria.
Ripping.

Frederick.

I am glad, aren’t you ?

Victoria.

Yes, awfully glad.

Frederick.

Then you’ll just break the news as gently as you
can, Victoria.

Victoria.

\_As if she were weighing the matter,] I really don’t

think that’s my province.

Frederick.

^ [E?:evcising all his charm,] Darling, you’ve got so

much tact. I never knew anyone who could deal

with a delicate situation as you can. You have such

a light hand. You’re so sympathetic. And you’ve

got such a wonderful tenderness.

Victoria.

I don’t think you’ve got hold of the right line at

all. There’s only one way to manage a thing like
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this. You just take him by the arm and say : Look
here, old man, the fact is . . .

Frederick.

[Interrupting,] Victoria, you don’t mean to say

you’re willing to give up the chance of making the

biggest scene you’ve ever made in your life ?

Victoria.

Now look here, Freddie, this is the only thing

I’ve ever asked you to do for me in my life. You
know how frail I am. Tm not feeling at all well.

You’re the only man I have to lean on.

Frederick.

It’s no good, Victoria. I won’t.

Victoria.

[Furiously.] Damn you.

Frederick.

By George, here he is.

Victoria.

I’ve not even powdered my nose. Fortunately I

have no personal vanity.

[She begins to 'powder herselffeverishly. The voice

is heard of someone coming up the stairs:

Hulloa ! Hulloa ! Hulloa ! Then the door

is flung open and in bursts William. He
is a well-set^p, jo'vial fellow^ wearing at the

moment a very shabby suit.]
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William.

Here we are again.

Victoria.
Bill!

Frederick.

Was I right?

Victoria.

I can hardly believe my eyes.

William.

Give me a kiss, old lady. [He seizes her in his arms
and gives her a hearty kiss. Then he turns to Frederick.
They shake hands.'] Well, Freddie, old man, how’s
life?

Frederick.

Al, thanks.

William.

Are you surprised to see me ?

Frederick.

A little.

Victoria.

In fact, a good deal.

WiLLUM.

Tm jolly glad to see you here, Freddie, old man
On the way up in the train I cursed myself five

times for not having asked you to wait with Victoria
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till I rolled up. I was afraid you might have some

damned feeling of delicacy.

Frederick.

William.

You see, it struck me you might think Victoria

and I would want to be alone just the firsfc moment,
but I should have been as sick as a dog if I hadn’t

seen your ugly old face here to welcome me. By
the way, you’ve neither of you said you were glad to

see me.

Victoria.

Of course we’re glad, Bill darling.

Frederick.

Eathor.

William.

Tactful of me to get old Freddie to come round
and break the news to you, I think, Victoria.

Victoria.

Yes, darling, and exactly like you.

William,

It’s just like old times to hear you call me darling

every other minute.

Frederick.

It’s one of Victoria’s favourite words.
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William.

You know, I nearly didn’t warn you. I thought
it would be rather a lark to break in on you in the

middle of the night.

[Fkedeiuck and Victoria give a little start,]

Victoria.

Vm just as glad you didn’t do that, Bill.

William.

What a scene, my word. The sleeping beauty on
her virtuous couch. Enter a man in a shocking old

suit. Shrieks of the sleeping beauty. It is I, your
husband. Tableau.

Victoria.

\
'To turn the conversation,] You're quite right, it is

a shocking old suit. Where did you get it ?

William.

I didn’t get it. I pinched it. I must say I

wouldn’t mind getting into some decent things.

[He walks towards a dom' that leads out of
Victoria’s room,]

Victoria.

[Hastily
]

Where are you going ?

William.

I was going into my dressing-room. Upon my
soul, I almost forget what I’ve got. I had a blue

serge suit that was rather dressy.
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Victoria.

IVe put all your clothes away, darling.

Where 1

William.

Victoria.

In camphor. You couldn't put them on until
they’ve been aired.

William.

Hell, said the duchess.

[Mrs. Shuttleworth comeB in, William is

standing so that at first she does not see him,]

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I think the little lamb is going on nicely, Victoria.

Victoria.

[Swallowing,] Mother.

William.

I was just going to ask about the kid,

[Mrs. Shuttleworth jumps out of her skin.

She turns round and sees William.]

Mus. Shuttleworth.

Who is that 1

William.

Who the devil d’you think it is 1
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Mrs. Shuttleworth.

The language and the voice—Bill Cardew’s. Who
is that %

William.

]^Walhmg tov^ards A^r.] Well, I may be a bit

thinner and it certainly is a shocking old suit.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Don^t come near me or I shall scream.

William.

You can't escape me. Fm going to kiss you.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Take him away. Don't let him come near me.
Victoria, who is that man^

Frederick.

Well, Mrs. Shuttleworth, it’s Bill Cardew.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

But he’s dead.

Frederick.

He doesn’t seem to know it.

Mrs, Shuttleworth

It’s absurd. Will someone wake me up.

William.

Shall I pinch her, and if so, where ?
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Mrs. Shuttleworxh.

It’s a horrible dream. Of course he’s dead. That
man’s an impostor.

William.

Shall I show you the strawberry mark on my left

shoulder ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I tell you Bill Oardew’s dead.

William.

Prove it

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

{Indignantly,'] Prove it? The War Office announced
it officially ;

Victoria went into mourning.

WlLLL\M.

Did she look nice in it ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Sweet. Perfectly sweet. I insisted on her going

to Mathilde. Mourning must be well made or else

it looks nothing at all. Why, we had a memorial
service.

Frederick.
Fully choral.

William.

Did you have a memorial service for me, Victoria ?

That was nice of you.

Victoria.

It was very well attended.
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William.

Tm glad it wasn’t a frost.

Frederick.

I say, old man, we don’t want to hurry you,

you know, but we’re all waiting for some sort of

explanation.

William.

I was coming to that. I was just giving you time
to get over your first raptures at seeing me again.

Have you got over them ?

Frederick.

I can only speak for myself.

William.

Well, you know, I was damned badly wounded.

Frederioic

Yes, at Ypres. A fellow saw you fall. He said

you were shot through the head. He just stopped a

minute, and saw you were killed, and went on.

William.

A superficial observer. I wasn’t. I was eventually

picked up and taken to Germany.

Victoria.

Why didn’t you write?

William.

Well, I think I must have been rather dotty for a

bit. I don’t know exactly how long I was in hospital,
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but when I began to sit up and take nourishment I

couldn’t remember a damned thing. My memory
had completely gone.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Strange. To my mind very strange.

• William.

I tliink my wound must have made me a bit irrit-

able. When I was being taken along to a camp I had
a difference of opinion with a German officer, and I

laid him out. By George, they nearly shot me for

that. Anyhow, they sentenced me to about a
hundred and fifty years’ imprisonment, and prevented

me from writing, or making any sign that I was alive.

VicroRiA.

But your memory came back"?

William.

Yes, gradually. And, of course, I realized then
that you’d think I was dead. But I had no means of

letting you know.

Frederick.

You might have wired from Rotterdam,

William.

The lines were so congested. They told me Fd
arrive before my wire.

Miis. Shuttleworth.

It’s all quite probable.
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WiLLIAltf.

More or less, I flatter myself. But you can bet

your life on one thing : I’m not dead, and, what’s

more, I propose to live for another forty years, if not
fifty,

[Taylor comes m.]

Taylor.

If you please, ma’am, where shall I put the gentle-

man’s things 1 He told me to bring them upstairs.

William.

Oh, it’s only a few odds and ends for the journey
that I got on my way. Put them in the dressing-

room.

Victoria.

No, leave that for the moment, Taylor. We’ll

decide presently.

Taylor.

Very good, madam. [She goes ouL'\

William.

What’s the matter with the dressing-room, Victoria?

Victoria.

My poor darling, don’t forget your arrival is a

Domplete surprise. Nothing is ready.

William.

Don’t let that worry you. After what I’ve been

used to, I can pig it anywhere. [Loohwg at the ledJ\
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By George, a spring mattress. Father will sleep

without rocking to-night.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

\_Firmly,] Something’s got to be done.

William.

How d’you mean ?

Victoria.

[^Hurriedly.] We haven^t got a cook.

William.

Oh, you needn’t bother about that. Freddie and
I will do the cooking. My speciality is a grilled

steak. What can you do, Freddie^

Frederick.

I can boil an egg.

William.

Splendid, They always say that^s the one thing

a chef can’t do. ISFothing to worry about. We’ll get

in some ;paU de foie gras and a few oysters^ and
there you are. Now let’s have a look at the kid.

Mrs. Shuttleworth,

He’s not very well to day. I don’t think he should

leave his bed.

William.

Oh, all right. I’ll toddle up and see him. I

haven’t made his lordship’s acquaintance yet. What’s
his name ?
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Victoria.

IRathe)' 7ienmsly.] Don’t you remember, just

before you went away, you said you’d like him called

Frederick if he was a boy.

William.

Yes, I know I did, but you said you’d see me
damned. You’d quite made up your mind to call him
Lancelot.

Victoria.

When I thought you were dead I felt I must
respect your wishes.

William.

It must have been a shock if it took you like that.

Victoria.

Of course, I asked Freddie to be godfather.

William.

Has the old ruffian been a stand-by to you while

I’ve been away ?

Victoria.

I . . , I’ve seen a good deal of him.

William.

I felt you wore safe with him, you know. He’s a
brick.

Frederick.

I say, you might spare my blushes while you’re

about it.

4



50 HOME AND BEAUTY

Victoria.

He was very kind to me during my—bereavement.

William.

Dear old chap. 1 knew you were a tower of

strength.

Frederick.

[^Sweating freely,] I ... I did what I could, you
know.

William.

Well, don't be so modest about it.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

[Mo7'e firmly.] I tell you something must be done.

William.

My dear Victoria, what is the matter with your
mother ?

Frederick.

[Trying to change the conversation.] I think we might
bust ourselves and have some bubbly to-night, Victoria.

William.

And damn the expense.

Frederick.

I wonder if it's arrived yet. I told them to send

a case in the day before yesterday.

William.

Have you been running the cellar 1 Hash to let

him do that, Victoria, very rash.
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Victoria.

1 know nothing about wine.

William.

Freddie knows a thing or two. I say, do you
remember that last time we went on a bat together 1

You were blind to the world.

Frederick.

Go to blazes ! I was nothing of the sort.

William.

Pretty little thing that was. Are you as thick

with her as you used to be ?

[Victoria draws herself up and looks daggers at

Frederick.]

Frederick.

[With dignity,] I haven’t an idea who you’re

referring to.

William.

Oh, my dear old boy, don’t put any frills on.

Victoria’s a married woman, and she knows what the

lads of the village are when they get out. A very

nice little girl indeed, Victoria. If I hadn’t been a
married man I’d have had a shot at cutting Freddie

out.

Victoria.

[Icily
J]

He always told me he’d never looked at a

woman in his life.
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William.

You skouldn’t encourage the young to lie. That’s
what they all say. Rapid. These wretched aero-
plane fellows have been turning out engine after
engine, and they can^t keep pace with him. Talk of
a lurid past

; Mrs. Shuttleworth, veil your face.

Frederick.

My poor Bill, your memory ! When you recovered
it, I’m afraid you remembered all soits of things that
had never happened.

William.

^

Past, did I say Unless I*m very much mistaken,
his present wouldn’t bear the closest inspection.

Frederick.

By George, IVe hit it. The poor fellow thinks
he’s being funny.

William.

[Going ooi.^ I don’t blame you. Make hay while
the sun shines. I admire the way you can make
love to three women at a time and make each one
believe she’s the only one you’ve ever really cared
for.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

[With determimtion,] If someone doesn’t do some-
thing at once I shall do it myself.
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William,

\ln a whisper to Victoria, pointing at Mrs. Shuttle-
worthJ Air raids ?

lAt that moment a lahy^s wail is heard outside.']

Victoria.

[With agitation.] Willie.

William.

Hulloa, what’s that ? Is that the kid 1 [He goes

swiftly to the door and opens it. The crying is heard
more loudly.] Why, it’s coming upstairs. You told

me the kid was in the nursery. [Addressing the

nurse.] Bring him along and let me have a look at

him.
[A nursOy in a neat grey uniform, comes in with a

haby in her arms.]

Victoria.

[Desperately.] Freddie, do something, even if it’s

only something stupid,

Frederick.

The only thing that occurs to me is to stand on
my head,

William,

[Jovially^ Hulloa, hulloa, hulloa.

Frederick.

That’s not the way to talk to a baby, you owl.
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William.

Not such a baby as all that. Can he speak yet,

Nurse 1

Nuuse.

Oh no, sir, not yet.

William.

Eather backward, isn’t he^ Not what 1 should

have expected in a son of mine.

[The Nurse gives him a look of svrprise, and
then with a look at Victoria assumes an

appearance of extreme primness.]

Nurse.

I never knew a baby talk as young as that, sir.

William.

Upon my soul, there’s not much of him. Looks
to me rather a stumer. I think we’ve been done,

Victoria.

Nurse.

[Indignantly.] Oh, I don’t think you ought to say

that, sir. He’s a very fine boy. He weighs more
than a good many do when they’re six months.

William.

What’s that How old is he 1

Nurse.

Four months last Tuesday, sir.

William.

You’ve been busy in my absence, Victoria.
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Victoria.

Freddie, for goodness' sake speak. Don't stand

there like a stuffed tomato.

Mrs. Shuitleworth.

Leave the room, Nannie.

[The Nurse, joursing her Ujps, intrigited and
perplexed, goes outl

Frederick.

[Trying to take it lightlyJ\ The fact is, you've made
rather an absurd mistake.^ You’ve been away so long
that of course there’s a good deal you don't know.

William.

I’m a simple creature.

Frederick.

Well, to cut a long story short

William.
What story ^

Frederick.

I wish you wouldn’t interrupt me. I'm telling you
as quickly as I can. To cut a long story short, the

infant that’s just gone out of the room is not your

son.

William.

I had a sort of suspicion he wasn’t. I tell you
that frankly,

Victoria.

Oh, the fool. The blithering nincompoop.
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William.

Well, who the deuce is his father^

Feedeeiok.
In point of fact, I am.

William.

You % You don’t mean to say you’re married 1

Frederick.

Lots of people are. In fact, marriage has been

quite the thing during the war.

William.

Why on earth didn’t you tell me %

Frederick.

Hang it all, man, you’ve been dead for the last

three years. How could I ?

William.

[Seidng his hand.] Well, I’m jolly glad to hear it,

old chap, I knew you’d be caught one of these days.

You were a wily old bird, but—ah, well, we all

come to it. My very best congratulations.

Frederick.

That’s awfully good of you. I’m—er—I’m staying
here, you know.

William.

Are you ? That’s first rate. Is your missus
here too ?
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Fkedericx.

It’s rather difficult to explain.

William.

Don’t tell me she’s only got one eye.

Frederick.

Can’t you guess why I’m staying here “2

William.

No. [He looks round the room and his eyes fall on

Mrs. Shuttlewortii.] You don’t mean to say

you’ve married Victoria’s mother'?

Frederick.

No, not exactly.

William.

What does he mean by not exactly? I hope you
haven’t been trifling with the affections of my
mother-in-law ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Do I look as if I were the mother of that baby *2

William.

We live in an age of progress. One should keep
an open mind about things.

Frederick.

You quite misunderstand me, Bill.

William.

Is there nothing between you and Victoria’s

mother %
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Frederick.

Certainly not.

William.

Well, Fm sorry. I should have liked to be youi-

son-in-law. And you would have done the right

thing by her, wouldn’t you 1

Victoria.

Eeally, Bill, I don’t think you should talk about
my mother like that.

William.

If he’s compromised her he ought to marry her.

Victoria.

He hasn’t compromised her and he can’t marry her,

William.

I don’t want to seem inquisitive, but if you didn’t

marry Victoria’s mother, who did you marry ?

Frederick.

Damn you, I married Victoria.

END OF IHE first ACT



m

ACT II

The drawing-room at Victokia’s house. It is mry
'bizarre, Victoria has fut the decoration into the

hands of an artist in futurism, and the result is very

modern, outrageous, fantastic, but not ugly. There

h no fire in the grate and all the windows are o^en.

Frederick is sitting in a greatcoat with a rug

round his legs, reading the paper. Mrs. Shuttle-
worth enters.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Fm going now.

Frederick.
Are you 'I

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I’m taking my dear little grandchildren away
with me.

Frederick.
Are you ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Vou don’t seem in a very good temper this

morning.

Frederick.
I’m not.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Victoria will be down presently.

59
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Frederick.

Will she?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I should have thought you^d ask how she was after

that dreadful shock.

Frederick.

Would you?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

She’s better, poor darling, but she’s terribly

shaken. I put her to bed at once with hot-water

bottles.

Frederick.

Did you ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Of course, she was totally unfit to discuss this

terrible situation yesterday.

Frederick.

Was she?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Surely you can see that for yourself. The only

thing was to keep her perfectly quiet till she’d had
time to recover a little.

Frederick.

Was it ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

But this morning I have no doubt you’ll find her
prepared to go into the matter.
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Frederick.
Shall I ?

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

If you have nothing else you wish to say to me I

think ril go now.

Frederick.
Will you?

[Mrs. Shuttleworth purses h&r lips very tight

and goes towards the door. At that moment
Taylor comes inJ]

Taylor.

Mr. Leicester Paton has called, madam. Mrs.

Lowndes says, will you see him a minute. She^s

just getting out of her bath.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Certainly. Show him in here.

Taylor.

Very good, madam. [Exit,'\

Frederick.

rii go.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

I wonder what he wants.

Fredeuick.

Perhaps he wants Victoria’s permission to pay you
his addresses.

[He goes out In a minute Taylor announces

Leicester Paton and then goes out,]
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Taylor.

Mr. Leicester Paton.

Paton.

Your daughter rang me up this morning. I

thought the best thing I could do was to come along

at once.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

That’s too good of you. I’m sure if anything can

be done you are the man to do it.

Paton,

It’s an extraordinary situation.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Of course, I think it was very inconsiderate of

Bill to turn up like that.

Paton,

Poor thing, she must be quite upset.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

Well, I can only tell you that the shock entirely

took the wave out of her hair. She only had it done
yesterday, and it was as straight as a telegraph pole

this morning.
Paton.

You don’t say so.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.
Here she is.

[Victoria comes in. She has h&t^ dressing-gown

on and bedroom slippers. Be/r hair is only

partly done, hut she manages to Ieoh perfectly

ravishing.

1



HOME AND BEAUTY 63

Victoria.

I didn’t want to keep you waiting, I came down
just as I was. You mustn’t look at me,

Paton.
I can’t help it.

Victoria.

What nonsense. I know 1 look a perfect fright,

but fortunately I have no personal vanity.

Paton.

{Holding her hand.’] What a catastrophe ! You
must be beside yourself.

Victoria.

\JVith a charming smile.] I knew I could rely on
your sympathy.

Paton.

What in heaven’s name are you going to do 1

Victoria.

It’s because I haven’t an idea that I telephoned to

you. You see, you’ve taught me to bring all my
difficulties to you.

Paton.

To whom else should you bring themi We must
think. We must discuss the matter.

Victoria.

The position is impossible.
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Paton.

It^s wonderful that you bear it so bravely. I was
expecting to find you in a state of collapse.

ViCTOKIA.

[With a flash of the eyesJ] With you to lean on?

Paton.

I suppose youVe been having the most terrible

scenes.

Victoria.

Heartrending. You see, they both adore me.

Paton.

And you ?

Victoria.

1 1 I only want to do—my duty.

Paton.

How like you ! How exactly like you.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

If there’s nothing more I can do for you, darling

I think ril go now.
Victoria.

Do, darling.

Mrs. Shuttleworth.

[Shaking hands with Leicester Paton.] Be very

kind to her.

Paton.
I’ll try.

[Mrs. Shuttleworih goes out.']
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Yigtoria.

[Almost tender]yj\ It was sweet of you to come
and see me at once. I was afraid you wouldn't have
time.

Paton.

Do you imagine I should allow anything to stand
in the way when you sent for me %

Victoria.

Oh, but you know I shouldn’t like to think that

you were putting yourself out on my account.

Patox.

I wish I could pretend I were. As a matter of

fact, I was only going down to see a place I’ve just

bought in the country, and as I wanted to try my
new Polls I thought Pd kill two birds with one stone.

Victoria.

I didn’t know you were buying a place.

Paton.

Oh, it’s a very modest little affair. The park is

not more than three hundred acres, and there are

only twenty-eight bedrooms. But you see, I’m a

bachelor. 1 want so little.

Victoria.

Where is it?

Paton.

It’s near Newmarket.
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Victoria.

A very nice neighbourhood.

Paton.

A man in my position is bound to do something
for the good of the country^ and it seems to me that

to patronize a good old English sport, which gives

employment to numbers of respectable men, is an

occupation which is truly patriotic. I’m going to

take up racing.

Victoria.

I think it^s splendid of you. So many men waste
their money on their own selfish pleasures. It’s such

a relief to come across anyone who is determined to

make a thoroughly good use of it. I’ve often won-
dered that you didn’t go into Parliament.

Paton.

Eor the last four years I’ve been too busy winning
the war to bother about governing the nation.

Victoria.

Yes^ but now. They want strong men of keen
intelligence and dominating personality.

Paton.
*

It’s not impossible that very soon I shall have the
opportunity to show of what metal I am made. But
not in the House of Commons.

Victoria.

[All to pieces,] In the House of Lords 1
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Paton.

[Roguishly Ah, you mustn’t ask me to betray
the confidence of the Prime Minister.

Yiotoria.

Yuu’ll look sweet in scarlet and ermine.

Paton.

[QallantlyJ\ But it’s too bad of me to talk about
my concerns when yours are so much more important

Victoria.

Oh, you can’t think how I love to hear you talk

about yourself. One feels a brain behind every word
you say.

Paton.

It’s easy to be brilliant when one has a sympathetic
listener.

Victoria.

Of course, Bill and Freddie are dear, good fellows,

but their conversation is a little limited. During the

war it was rather smart to talk about guns, and fiying

machines, and flea-bags, but now . . .

Paton.

I understand you so well, dear lady.

Victoria.

Why do you call me that?

Paton.

Out of pure embarrassment. I don’t know whether

to call you JVJrs. Cardew or Mrs. Lowndes.
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Victoria.

Why don’t you split the difference and^call me
Victoria 1

Paton.
May I?

Victoria.

[Giving him her hand.] It will make me feel that

you are not an entire stranger to me.

Paton.

[With surprise.] Your wedding rings'? You always

used to wear two.

Victoria.

As long as I thought that poor Bill was dead I

didn’t want to forget him.

Paton.

But why have you removed them both ?

Victoria.

Pm all at sea. I*m married to two men, and I feel

as if I were married to neither.

Paton.

I wish you weren’t. I wish with all my heart you
weren’t.

Victoria.

How emphatic you are. Why ?

Paton.

Can’t you guess ?
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Victoria.

\^Looking down,] I must be very stupid.

Paton.

Don’t you know that I dote upon you ? I curse

my unhappy fate that I didn’t meet you before you
were married.

Victoria.

Would you have asked me to marry you ?

Paton.

Morning, noon and night until you consented.

Victoria.

I never want a Paris model so much as when I

know it’s just been sold to somebody else. I wonder
if you’d want to marry me if I were free ?

Paton.

Yes. With all my heart.

Victoria.

But I’m not free.

Paton.

And you—if you were, would you marry me?

Victoria.

Tell me, why do you wear spats ?

Paton.

I think they’re so neat.
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Victoria.

Oh, not because ‘you suffer from cold feet?

Baton.

Oh no, my circulation is excellent.

Victoria.

I don't believe you're the sort of man who'd ever

take no for an answer.

Baton.

You’re perfectly adorable.

Victoria.

[With a smile, shyly.'] I wonder if you’d take me
out to luncheon 1

Baton.

Give me the chance.

. VicroRiA.

I’ll just dress myself. Come back in half an hour,

and you’ll find me ready.

Baton.
Very well.

Victoria.

Good-bye for the present.

{They go out together. William's wice is heard

outside.]

William.

Victoria. \_He comes in, hut sees nohody in the roomJ]

Hulloa! [shouting.] Freddie.
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Frederick.

[OutsideJ] Hulloa.

William.

Freddie.

[Frederick comes in with his rug and his pajperj]

William.

I say, I can’t find my boots.

Frederick.

Your boots ? What do you want your boots fori

William.

To put them on. What else d’you think I want
them for 1

Frederick.

I saw them lying about. I thought I'd better put

them away in case of accidents.

William.

Silly ass. Where did you put them?

Frederick.

I was just trying to think.

William.

You don’t mean to say you don't know where
they are.

Frederick.

Of course I know where they are because I put

them there, but I don’t happen to remember just at

the moment.
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William.

Well, you hurry up and remember.

Frederick.

Don’t fuss me. I can^t possibly remember if you
fuss me.

William.

Try and think where you put them.

Frederick.

[LodJdng doulffully at a vase,'] I know I didn’t put
them in one of the flower vases.

William.

So I should hope.

Frederick.

They might be in the coal-scuttle.

William.

If they are I’ll black your face with them.

Frederick.

[LooLing in the scuttle, with triumph,] I said they
weren’t in the coal scuttle.

William.

Fathead. I don’t want to know where they’re
not. I want to know where they are.

Frederick,

If I knew that I shouldn’t be hunting for them.
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William.

If you don’t j&nd them in two and a half seconds
I’ll break every bone in your body.

Frederiuk.

It’s no good losing your hair about it. If we can’t

find your boots we can’t.

William.

[^Irritally,^ I say, what the devil have you got all

the windows open for*^

Frederick.

I was trying to warm the room a bit. Besides,

they say it’s healthy.

William.

A short life and a merry one for me. I like a fug.

[He shuts the windows,]

Frederick.

That won’t make it any warmer. I’ve tried that.

William.

You silly ass, why don’t you light the fire ?

Frederick.

Don’t be so damned unpatriotic. Victoria must
have a fire in her bedroom, and we must have one in

the nursery.

William.
Why^

Frederick.

For the children’s bath.
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William.

[Astonished.] What, every day

Frederick.

Yes, they wash children a lot nowadays.

William.

Poor little beggars.

Frederick.

[Jumjping and going towards Mm.] Where the

devil did you get that suit %

William.

Father saucy, I flatter myself. Victoria sent it in

to me,
Frederick.

She needn't have sent you the only new suit I've

had since the war. Upon my soul, I think it’s a bit

thick.

William.

Well, you didn’t like the suit I wore yesterday.

You can’t expect me to go about in fig-leaves unless

you have the house properly warmed.

Frederick.

If you’d had the decency to ask me you might have
had this suit I’ve got on.

William.

Thanks, but I don’t altogether like that one. It’s

a bit baggy at the knees for me.
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Fredekiok.

You’re very much mistaken if you think you’re

going to wear all the new clothes and I’m going to

wear all the old ones.

William.

If you’re going to be shirty about it, where the

devil did you get that pin ?

Frederick.

Oh, Victoria gave it me on my birthday.

William.

Well, it’s mine. She gave it me on my birthday

first. And where did you get those links ?

Frederick.

Victoria gave them to me as a Christmas present.

William.

Oh, did she ^ She gave them to me as a Christmas

present before she gave them to you. You jolly well

take them oflP.

Frederick.

ril see you blowed first. At your death you left

everything to her in your will. If she chose to give

them to me it’s no business of yours.

William.

Well, I’m not going to argue about it, but I think

it’s dashed bad form to swank about in a dead man’s

jewellery.
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FliEDEillCK.

By the way, did you ever have a hammered gold

cigarette-case ?

William.

Bather. That was Victoria’s wedding present to

me. Did you get it too %

Frederick.

Thrifty woman, Victoria.

William.

I say, unless 1 have a fire I shall turn into the

Albert Memorial.
Frederick.

Apply a match and see what happens.

William.
Thanks— I will.

\Ee strikes a match and lights the fire. The

flames leap up.]

Frederick.

Now ril take my coat off. Victoria will be
furious.

William.

That’s your look out. You’ll have to take the

responsibility.

Frederick.

It’s got nothing to do with me. You’re the master
of this house.
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William.

Not at all. I am but an honoured guest.

Frtsderick.

Oh no, the moment you appeared I sank into
insignificance.

William.

My dear fellow, where did I sleep last night ? In
the spare bedroom. That proves conclusively that
I am a guest and nothing more.

Frederick.

And where the devil do you think I slept Here.

William.

Why did you do that? You were perfectly sober
when I went to bed.

Frederick.

Victoria said I couldn't sleep in the next room to
hers now you were back.

William.

Oh, well, I dare say you made yourself very
comfortable on the sofa.

Frederick.

Look at the damned thing.

William.

By the way, what’s the matter with the furniture ?
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Frederiojk:.

When you were killed Victoria was naturally very

rauch upset, so she had the drawing-room redecorated.

William.

I dare say I’m not very bright so early in the

morning, but I don’t quite see the connection.

Frederick.

You see, the old room had too many painful

associations. She wanted to distract her mind.

William.

Oh, I was under the impression that you’d under-

taken that.

Frederick.

[With dignity,']

what you would
I was sympathetic,

have liked me to be.

That is surely

William.

Of course. I'm not blaming you.

Frederick.

If you’d seen Victoria in tears you couldn’t expect
a man not to try and console her.

William.

She’s the only woman I ever knew who looks as

pretty when she cries as when she smiles It’s a
great power.

Frederick.

I knew you’d take it like a sensible man.
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William.
Quite so.

Frederick.

When would you like me to clear out 1

William.

My dear fellow, why should you wish to do that?

Surely you don’t for a moment imagine that I shall

be in the way. I propose to make my visit quite a

brief one.

Frederick.^

I’m Sony to hear that. Victoria will be dis-

appointed. But of course that’s no concern of mine.

You and your wife must arrange that between you.

William.

My dear old thing, you entirely misunderstand
me. I am not the man to come between husband
and wife.

FliEDERICK.

What the devil do you mean ?

WlLLlAM-

Well, if it comes to that, what the devil do you
mean ?

[Victoria comes in. She miv wears a most

becoming morning do ess. She carries a box of
chocolates,"]

Victoria.

Good-morning.
[She goes to William amd gives him her cheek

to te.]
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William.
Good-morning.

Victoria.

Good-morning.

[She goes ujp to Frkdeuick and gives him the

other cheek to ki6sJ\

Frederick.
Good-morning.

ViGTORfA.

\With a n^'d of the head towards William.] I went
to him first because he’s been away so long.

Frederick.

Naturally. And he was your husband long before

I was.

Victoria.

I don’t want either of you to be jealous of the

other. I adore you both and I’m not going to show
any favouritism.

Frederick.

I don’t see why he should have the spare bed-

room, while I have to double up on the drawing-

room sofa.

William.

I like that. What about the fatted calf ^

Frederick.

Not unless you’ve brought your coupons with you.

Victoria.

[Catching sight of the fire.l Who lit that fire ?
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He did.

Frederick.

William.

It was your match.
[Victoria draws up a chair and sits down in

fiont of the fiie in such a way as to prevent

any wanntli from yetting into the room,']

Victoria.

\_Eaiing a chocolate.] Of course you don’t care if

we run so short of coal that my wretched babies die

of double pneumonia. It’s simply criminal to hare a
fire here.

William.

I’m tortured by the pangs of remorse. But, need
you monopolize it 1

Victoria.

If there is a fire I may as well get some benefit out
of it.

Frederick.

Are those chocolates you’re eating, Victoria ?

Victoria.

Yes, Bobbie Curtis sent them to me. They're
delicious.

Frederick.
Are they i

Victoria.

It’s so hard to get good chocolates just now.

Frederick.

I know it is. I haven’t tasted one for months.
6
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Victoria.

[Biting a chocolate.] Oh, this one’s soft inside.

How hateful. Would either of you like it ?

William.

[Ironically.] It seems a pity to waste it, Victoria.

Victoria.

[Eafioig it.] I dare say you’re right. One oughtn’t

to he too particular in war-time.

William.

Ah, I suppose that’s what you thought when you
married Freddie.

Victoria.

I did that for your sake, darling. He was such a

pal of yours.

Frederick.

She was simply inconsolable when you were killed.

William.

It’s lucky you were there to console her.

Victoria.

It was Freddie who broke the news to me. He
thought of the memorial service. He came to see

me twice a day.

William.

And with your practical mind I suppose you
thought it hardly worth his while to wear out shoe-

leather when a trifling ceremony might save him the

journey.
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Victoria.

Of course we waited the year. I told him he

mustn’t think of it till the year was up.

William.

With leather so expensive ? But you always had

nice feelings, Victoria.

Victoria.

You know how helpless I am without a man. I

knew you wouldn’t wish me to remain a widow.

Frederick.

1 felt I was the proper person to look after her.

William.

The way youVe both of you sacrificed yourselves

for my sake is almost more than I can bear.^ I can

only hope that you didn’t have to force your inclina-

tions too much ?

Frederick.

What do you mean by that %

William.

Well, since it appears you married entirely for my
sake, I presume there was nothing between you but

—shall we say esteem

Victoria.

Oh, but, Bill darling, didn’t I tell you that I

adored Freddie*? It was his wonderful friendship

for you that won my heart.
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Frederick.

She was so devoted to you, Bill, I should have

been a brute not to care for her.

William.

One would almost think you fell in love with one

another.

VlCTOlUA.

Only over your dead body, darling.

Frederick.

I should have thought you’d be leather touched

by it.

William.

It gives me quite a lump in my throat.

Frederick.

And Victoria never forgot you, old man. Did you,

Victoiia?

Victoria.

Never.
Frederick.

I know quite well that I only came second in her

heart. So long as you were round and about she

would never have thought of me.

William.

Oh, I don^t know about that. Even the most
constant woman likes a change now and then.
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Frederick.

No, no. I know Victoria’s faithful heart. She
can never really love any man but you. Victoria,

you know how I adore you You are the only
woman in the world for me. But I realize that there

is only one thing for me to do. Bill has come back.

There is only one course open to me as a gentleman
and a man of honour. It is a bitter, bitter sacrifice,

but I am equal to it. I renounce all rights in you.
I will go away, a wiser and a sadder man, and leave

you to Bill. Good-bye, Victoria. Wipe your mouth
and give me one more kiss before we part for ever.

Victoria.

Oh, how beautiful of you, Freddie. What a soul

you’ve got.

Frederick.

Good-bye, Victoria. Forget me and live happily

with a better man than I.

Victoria.

I shall never forget you, Freddie. Good-bye.

Go quickly or I shall break down.
[William has planted himself firmly in front of

the door, Frederick goes up to him with

outstretched hand.'}

Frederick.

Good-bye, Bill. Be kind to her. I couldn’t do

this for anyone but you.

William.

[Deliberately.] Nothing doing.
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Frederick.

I am going out of your life for ever.

William.

Not in those boots.

Frederick.

Damn it all, what’s the matter with them ?

They’re not yours.

William.

A figure of speech, my lad.

Frederick.

I don’t think this is exactly the moment for

flippancy. You get away from that door.

William.

You shall only pass over my dead body.

Frederick.

What’s the good of that? I shouldn’t get the

chance then.

Yictoria.

Bill, why prolong a painful scene 1

William.

My dear Victoria, I am not the man to accept a

sacrifice like that. No. The War Oflice has decided

that I’m dead. You’ve had a memorial service.

You’ve redecorated the drawing-room. You are

happy. It would be monstrously selfish if I disturbed

a state of things which is eminently satisfactory to

you both. I will not come between you.
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Victoria.

Oh, Bill, how noble.

William.

Victoria, I am a gentleman and a soldier. This
being that you see before yon, notwithstanding the

tolerable suit he wears, is a disembodied wraith. To
all intents and purposes I am as dead as mutton. I

will remain so.

Frederick:.

Victoria will never be happy with me now that

you’ve come back.

William.

Not another word. She is yours.

Frederick.

My dear Bill, you know me very little. I am lazy,

selfish, bad-tempered, mean, gouty, and predisposed

to cancer, tuberculosis, and diabetes.

William.

This is terrible, my poor Freddie. You must take

the greatest care of your health, and dear Victoria

will do her best to correct your defects of character.

Frederick.

If you really loved her you wouldn’t expose her to

the certain misery that it mus/b be to live with a man
like me.
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William,

Freddie, old maxi, I can no longer conceal from

you that with a constitution ruined by dissipation in

my youth and broken by the ravages of war I have

not much longer to live. Besides, Victoria knows
only too well that I am vindictive and overbearing,

extravagant, violent, and mendacious.

Victoria.

I understand it all. You’re both so noble. You're

both so heroic. You’re both so unselfish.

[Taylor comes m.]

Taylor.

If you please, ma’am, someone to see you from the

Alexandra Employment Agency.

[_She hands her a slip ofpaper,']

Victoria,

Oh, send her in at onco.

Taylor.

Very good, madam. [ExiL]

Victoria.

A cook. A cook. A cook.

Frederick.

Grood business. Is she plain or good 1

VicroRiA.

Plain and good
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William.

How like a woman.
[Taylor shows in Mrs. Pogson and doses the

door lehind her, Mrs. Pogson is large and
heavy and auihmitative. She is dressed like the

widow of an undertaker,']

Mrs. Po(4son.

Groocl-morning.

Victoria.

Good-morning.
[Mrs. Pogson looks round her^ and seeing a
handy chair sits down on it]

Mrs. Pogson.

I *ave your name on tko list the Alexandra gave
me as requiring a cook. I don’t know as I very
much like this neighbourhood, but I thought I’d just

pop in and see if the position looked like suiting me.

Victoria.

[Ingratiatingly,] I’m sure you’d find it a very
nice one.

Mrs. Pogson.

I couldn’t stand them air-raids and I made up my
mind I wouldn’t come back to London not so long as

the ’war lasted. And the streets all dark and I don’t

know what all. But of course I prefer London.

Naturally.

Victoria.
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Mrs. Pogson.

And now that the war’s over if I can find anything
that suits me I don’t mind coming back. Why did

the last cook leave you^

VioaoRiA.

She was going to be married.

Mrs. Pogson.

Ah, that’s what all you ladies say. Of course, it

may be so, and on the other ’and it may not.

Victoria.

She told me she hadn’t had a nicer place for the

last three months.

Mrs. Pogson.

Now before we go any further I’d just like to know
one thing. Have you got a garage ?

Victoria.

Well, we have, but there are no cars in it. We
sold our car.

Mrs. Pogson.

Oh, well, that would be very convenient. I always

bring my Ford with me.

Victoria.
Yes, of course.

Mrs. Pogson.

Do you keep men-servants ?
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Victoria.

No, Pm afraid not.

Mrs. Pogson.

[^Severely,] IVe always been used to men-servants.

Victoria.

You see, since the war , . .

Mrs. Pogson.

Oh, you don’t ’ave to tell me. I know it’s very
difticult. And I suppose you ’aven’t got a kitchen-

maid either?

Victoria.

One can’t get one for love or money.

Mrs. Pogson.

That’s a thing I shall never forgive the Government
for. Taking all them girls and putting them in

munitions. Still, that’s not your fault, I will say

that There’s many cooks I know as say they will

not go without a kitchen-maid, but I say, it’s war-
time and everyone ought to do his bit If I must do
without a kitchen-maid, well, I will do without a

kitchen-maid.

Victoria.

I think it’s very patriotic of yon.

Mrs. Pogson.

Of course, I leave you to make any arrangements
you like about lighting the kitchen fire. All I ask is

that it should be alight when I come down in the

morning.
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VlOTORIA.

Oh! Naturally, I see your point. But I don’t

quite know how I should manage about that.

Mrs. Pogson.

In my last position the gentleman of the house lit

the fire every morning.

Victoria.

Oh, I hadn’t thought of that.

William.

I wouldn’t if I were you, Victoria.

Mrs. Pogson.

A very nice gentleman he was too. Brought me
up a cup of tea and a slice of thin bread and butter

every day before I got up.

Victoria.

I‘m sure we’d do everything we could to make you
comfortable.

Mrs. Pogson.

What cooking would you require ?

Victoria.

I’m sure you’d satisfy us there, I can see at once
that you’re a first-rate cook.

Mrs. Pogson.

I don’t ’old with a lot of fancy things nieself, not
in war-time. I say, be thankful you get anything to

eat at all.
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VlOTOrJA.

Of course, I know it's very difficult to have a great

variety now. Vm sure you’ll do the best you can.

We're out for luncheon a good deal and we dine at

eight.

Mrs. Pogson.

Of course, you can please yourselves there, but I

never do any cooking after middle-day.

Victoria.

'J'hat s rather awkward.

Mrs. Pogson.

If you don’t think I'll suit you I needn’t waste any
more of my time. I’ve got ten to a dozen ladies

that I must interview this morning.

Yiotoria.

Oh, I wouldn’t make a point of that. I dare say

we can arrange our hours to suit you.

Mrs. Pogson.

Well, I always serve up my dinner at one o’clock.

A nice little bit of meat and a milk pudding. And
should you want anything after that you can always

’ave the cold meat for your supper and any little

sweet I ’appen to ’ave in the kitchen.

Victoria,

I sec. And what—what wages are you asking ?
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Mrs. Pogson.

I don’t know as I’m asking any wages. Tm
prepared to accept a salary of two pound a week.

Victoria.

That’s rather more than Pve been in the habit of

paying.

Mrs. Pogson.

If you aren’t prepared to pay that there are plenty

as are.

Victoria.

We won’t quarrel about that. I’m sure you’re

worth the money.

Mrs. Pogson.

I don’t think there are any more questions I need
ask you.

Victoria.

No, I think that’s everything. When would you
be able to come in 1

Mrs. Pogson.

ril just go and see these other ladies and see what
they ave to offer me, and then if I come to the

conclusion that you’ll suit me I’ll just drop you a
line.

Victoria.

I do hope you’ll come here. I’m sure you’d be
happy.
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Mrs. Pogson.

That’s what I always say, the great thing is to be

’appy. And I like your face. I don’t mind telling

you that Pve taken quite a fancy to you.

Victoria.

I’m very glad to hear it.

Mrs. Pogson.

There, I was just going away and I knew I 'ad

one more question to ask you. My ’ead^s like a

perfect sieve this morning. How many are you in

the family ?

Victoria.

Well, I have two children, but they give no trouble

at all, and just at present they’re not staying here.

Mrs. Pogson.

Oh, I dont mind children. Tve had too many
meself to do that.

Victoria.

And then there’s just me and these two gentlemen.

Mrs. Pogson.

I suppose you are married to one of them.

Victoria.

I don’t know what you mean by that. Pm married

to both.

Mrs, Pogson.

Both '1 Legally ?
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Victoria.

Of course.

Mrs. Pogson.

Well, I do call that going it. [With growing indig-

nation.'] If it 'ad been just a gentleman friend Pd
'ave 'ad nothing to say. I’ve lived in the veiy best

families and Fm quite used to that. It keeps the

lady quiet and good-tempered and she ain’t always

fussing about one thing and another. And if he

lives in the ’ouse she ain’t likely to keep the dinner

waiting for *alf an hour every other day. But if

you’re married to ’im that’s quite another thing.

It’s not justice. If you ladies think you’re going to

’ave two ’usbands while many a working woman
can’t even get one—well, all I say is, it’s not justice.

I’ve bin a Conservative all me life, but thank God
I’ve got a vote now, and I tell you straight what I’m

going to do, Fm going to vote Labour.

[She flaunts out of the room and slams the door

behind her.]

William.

Bang!

Victoria.

[Furiously.] The position is intoleiable. I must
have one husband. There are all sorts of ways in

which a husband is indispensable. But only one. I

cannot and will not have two.

Frederick.

I have an idea.
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William.

It’s sure to be a rotten one.

Frederick.

Let’s draw lots.

William.

I knew it was a rotten one.

Victoria.

How d’you mean, Freddie ?

Frederick.

Well, we’ll take two pieces of paper and make a
cross on one of them. Then well fold them up and
put them in a hat. Well draw, and the one who
draws the cross gets Victoria.

Victoria.

[3follified.] Thatll be rather thrilling.

William.

rd sooner toss for it. I’m lucky at tossing.

Frederick.

Do you mean to say you funk it ?

William.

I don’t exactly funk it. It’s an awful risk to take.

Victoria.

Itll be so romantic. Get some paper, Freddie.

7
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Frederick.

All right,

William.

[Worrud.'\ I don’t like it. This isn’t my lucky

day. I saw the new moon through glass. I knew
something was going wrong the moment I opened my
egg this morning.

[Frederick goes to a desk and takes out a sheet

of paper which he tears in two. Then with

his hack turned he draws a cross.’]

Frederick.

Whoever draws the blank paper renounces all claim

to Victoria. He vanishes from the scene like a puff

of smoke. He will never he heard of again.

William,

I don’t like it. I repeat that I only do it under
protest.

Victoria.

Now, Bill, don’t be disagreeable the moment you
come back.

Frederick.

You’ll have plenty of time for that during the next
forty years.

Victoria.

You seem rather above yourself, Freddie. Suppos'
ing you draw the blank ?
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Frederick.

I saw a dappled horse this morning. What shall

we put them in ?

Victoria.

The waste-'paper basket is the besfc thing.

Frederick.

I’ll get it. Now you quite understand. One of
these papers has a cross on it. I will put the two
papers in the basket, and Victoria shall hold it. It
is agreed that whoever draws a blank shall leave the
house at once.

William.

[Famtli/,] Yes.

Frederick.

[Sanding her the lasket.'] Here you are, Victoria.

William.

[With agitational Shake ’em well.

Victoria.

All right. I say, isn’t this thrilling 'I

Frederick.

You draw first, Bill.

William.

[SJuikmg like a leaf,] No, I can’t. I really can’t.
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Frederick.

It’s your right. You are Victoria’s first husband.

Victoria.

He’s right there, Bill. You must have the first

dip in the lucky bag.

William.

This is awful. I’m sweating like a pig.

Victoria.

It’s too exciting. My heart is simply going pit-a-

pat. I wonder which of you will get me.

William.

[Hesitating.] Going over the top is nothing to it.

Frederick.

Courage, old man, courage.

William.

It’s no good, I can’t. You must remember that

my nerves are all to pieces after three years in a

German prison.

Victoria.

I see how much you love me, Bill.

FiiELERICK.

Shut your eyes, man, and make a plunge for the

basket.
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William.

The only thing is to get it over. I wish Fd been
a better man.

[He dmws out oiie of the pieces of paper and
Frederick talces the other. For a moment he

looks at it nervously^ lonahle to hring himself to

mifolrl it Frederick opens his^ gives a
sodden cry, and starts hack.]

Frederick.

[Vramitically,] Blank. Blank. Blank.
[William gives a start, and quickly unravels the

paper in his hand. He stares at it in horror.]

William.

My God !

Victoria

Oh, my poor Freddie I

Frederick.

[With enormous feeling.] Don’t pity mo, Victoria.

I want all my courage now. I’ye lost you and I

must bid you good-bye for ever.

Victoria.

Oh, Freddie, this is too dreadful ! You must come

and see me from time to time.
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Frederick.

I couldn’t. That is more than I could bear. I

shall never forget you. You are the only woman I

have ever loved.

[At these wm'ds William looks wp and observes

him curiously,]

Victoria.

You’ll never love another, will you ? I shouldn’t

like that.

Frederick.

How could I love anyone after you 1 Why, you
might as well ask a man to see when the sun has

gone down.

William.

He can turn on the electric light, you know.

Frederick.

Ah, you can jest. I am a broken-hearted and a

ruined man.

William.

I was only suggesting the possibility of consolation.

Victoria.

I don’t think that’s very nice of you, Bill. I

thought what he said extremely poetic. Besides, I

don’t want him to be consoled.

Frederick.

Give me one last kiss, Victoria.
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Victoria.

Darling 1

[He sei::es her in Ms arms and hisses hei\]

Frederick.

[The hero of 7vmance,] Good-bye.
night.

William.

Oh, aren’t you going at once 'I

I go into the

I am.

Frederick.

William.

Well, it happens to be the middle of the day.

Frederick.

[With dignity.] I was siieakiiig in metaphor.

William.

Before you go you might just let me have a look

at that other bit of paper, the one with the blank

on it.

Frederick.

[JFalUng toivards the door.~\ Oh, don’t delay me
with foolish trifling.

William.

[Intercepting him.] I’m sorry to detain you.
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Fkederick.

[Trijitig to dodge romvd him.] Why d’you want to

see it 1

William.

[Prevenfing Mm.] Mere curiosity.

Frederick.

[Trying the other side.] Really, Bill, I don^t know
how you can be so heartless as to give way to

curiosity when my heart is one great aching wound.

William.

I should like to have the two pieces framed, an

interesting souvenir of an important occasion.

Frederick.

Any other piece will do just as well. I threw that

one in the fire.

William.

Oh ne, you didn’t. You put it in your pocket.

Frederick.

Tve had enough of this. Can’t you see that I’m a
desperate man ?

William.

Not half so desperate as I am. If you don’t give

me that bit of paper quietly 111 take it from you.

Go to blazes

!

Frederick.
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William.

105

Give it up.

[Tie makes a dash for Fe,ederick, who dodges;
he pursues hm round the roomT]

Victoria.

What’s the matter? Have you both gone mad?

William.

You’ll have to sooner or later.

Frederick.

ril see you damned first.

Victoria.

Why don’t you give it him ?

Frederick.
Not if I know it.

Victoria.

Why not?
Frederick.

I won’t have my feelings hurt like this.

William.

I’ll hurt a lot more than your feelings in a minute.

[Frederick a holt for the door, but

William catches himT\

William.

Got cher. Now will you give it up ?
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Frederick.

Not on your life.

William.

ril break your bally arm if you don’t.

Frederick.

\ Writhing,'] Oh, you devil! Stop it. You're

hurting me.

William.

I’m trying to.

Frederick.

Hit him on the head with the poker, Victoria.

William.

Don’t be unlady-like, Victoria.

Frederick.

You filthy Boche. All right, here it is.

[William leU him go and Frederick takes the

'pa/per out of his pocket. Just as William
thinks he is going to give it him^ he puts it in

his mouth.]

William.

[Serjing him hy the throat.] Take it out of your
mouth.

[Frederick takes it out and throws it on the

floor.']
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Fredeeick.

I don’t; know if you call yourself a gentleman.
[William fakes u;p the paper a'nd unfolds it^l

William.
You dirty dog.

Victoria.

What’s the matter %

\He walks over and hands it to her,]

William.
Look.

Victoria.

Why, it’s got a cross on it.

William.

\]Ioidignantly.] They both had crosses on them.

Victoria.

I don’t understand,

WlLLIAJU.

Don’t you ? He was making quite sure that I
shouldn’t draw a blank.

[Victoria looks at him in astonishment. There is

a momenfs paiise.]

Frederick.

[Magnanimously.] I did it for your sake, Victoria.

I knew that your heart was set on Bill, only you

couldn’t bear to hurt my feelings, so I thought I’d

make it easier for you.
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Victoria.

That was just like you, Freddie You have a

charming nature.

William.

\_Ac%dly,'\ It almost brings tears to my eyes.

Frederick;.

I’m made that way. I can’t help sacrificing myself

for others.

[Taylor comes

Taylor.

May I speak to you for a minute, madam.

Victoria.

Not now. I’m busy.

Taylor.

I’m afraid it’s very urgent, madam.

Victoria.

Oh^ very well, Til come. Don’t say anything
important till I come back.

[Taylor holds the door open for her^ and she goes

Frederick.

How did you guess ?

William.

You were so devilish calm about it
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Fr-edekigk:.

That was tho calm of despair.

[William is sittmg on Ihe sofa. He liaiopens to

P’uf his hand behind him and feels somifhinq

hard, frith a puzzled e^ipressioi) he inits down
his hand between the seat and the had: of the

sofa and draws out first one hoot and then

another.

1

William.

My boots 1

Frederick.

I knew rd put them somewhere.

William.

You didn't put them anywhere. You hid them,

you dirty dog.

Frederick.

It’s a lie. Why the dickens should I hide your

rotten old boots 1

William.

You were afraid I’d do a buuk.

Frederick.

You needn’t get ratty about it. I only ascribed to

you the disinterested motives that I—that I have

myself. I may be wrong, but, after all, it’s a noble

error.
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William.

One might almost think you didn’t want Victoria.

[Frederick looks at him for a moment thought-

fully, then he makes uj) his mind to make a

clean breast of it.~\

Frederick.

Bill, old chap, you know I’m not the sort of man
to say a word against my wife.

William.

Nor am I the sort of man to listen to a word
against mine.

Frederick.

But, hang it all, if a fellow can’t discuss his wife

dispassionately with her first husband, who can he
discuss her with %

William.

I can’t imagine unless it’s with her second.

Frederick.

Tell me what you really think of Victoria.

William.

She’s the sweetest little woman in the world.

Frederick.

No man could want a better wife.
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William.

She’s pretty.

Fredehick.

Charming.

William.

Delightful.

Frederick.

I confess that sometimes IVe thought it hard that

when I wanted a thing it was selfishness, and when
she wanted it, it was only her due.

William.

I don’t mind admitting that sometimes I used to

wonder why it was only natural of me to sacrifice my
inclinations, hut in her the proof of a beautiful

nature.

Frederick.

It has tried me now and then that in every differ-

ence of opinion I should always he wrong and she

should always be right.

William.

Sometimes I couldn’t quite understand why my
engagements were made to be broken, while nothing

in the world must interfere with hers.

Frederick.

I have asked myself occasionally why my time was

of no importance while hers was so precious.
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William.

I did sometimes wish I could call my soul my own.

Fmderk^k.

The fact is, I’m not worthy of her, Bill. As you
so justly say, no man could -want a better wife. . . .

William.

\_Interrvpting,'] No, you said that.

Frederick.

But Vm fed up. If you’d been dead Td have seen
it through like a gentleman, but you’ve turned up
like a bad shilling. Now you take up the white
man’s burden.

William.

ril see you damned first,

Frederick.

She must have one husband.

William.

Look here, there’s only one thing to do. She
must choose between us.

Frederick.

That’s not giving me a chance.

William.

I don’t know what you mean by that. I think it’s

extraordinarily magnanimous on my part.
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Frederick.

Magnanimous be banged. Tve got a charming
nature and I’m extremely handsome. Victoria will

naturally choose me.

William.

Heaven knows I’m not vain, but Tve always been
given to understand that Tm an almost perfect speci-

men of manly beauty. My conversation is not only

amusing but instructive.

Frederick.

rd rather toss for it.

William.

I’m not going to risk anything like that. I’ve had
enough of your hanky-panky.

Frederick.

I thought I was dealing with a gentleman.

William.

Here she comes.

[Victoria comes in. She is in a feniper.']

Victoria.

All the servants have given notice now,

Frederick.

They haven’t

!

8
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VKToraA.

I’ve (lone everything in the world for them. I’ve

given them doable wages. Tve fed them on the fat

of the land. IVe given them my own butter and

my own sugar to eat.

Fkederick.

Only because they were bad for your figure,

Victoria.

Victoria.

They didn’t know that. I’ve given them all the

evenings out that I really didn’t want them. I’ve

let them bring the whole British Army to tea here.

And now they give me notice.

William.

Itfs a bit thick, I must say.

Victoria.

I argued with them, I appealed to them, I prac-

tically went down on my knees to them. They
wouldn’t listen. They’re going to walk out of the

house this afternoon.

William.

Oh, well, Freddie and I will do the housework
until you get some more.

Victoria.

Do you know that it’s harder to get a parlour-maid
than a peerage *2 Why, every day at Paddington
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Eegistry Office you’ll see a queue of old bachelors
taking out licences to marry their cooks It/s the

only way to keep them.

William.

Well, Victoria, we’ve decided that there’s only one
thing to be done. You must choose between us.

Victoria.

How can I *2 I adore you both. Besides, there’s

so little to choose between you.

William.

Oh, I don’t know about that. Freddie has a
charming nature and he’s extremely handsome.

Frederick.

I wish you wouldn’t say that. Bill. Heaven knows
you’re not vain, but I must tell you to your face that

you’re an almost perfect specimen of manly beauty,

and your conversation is not only amusing hut
instructive.

Victoria.

1 don't want to hurt anybody’s feelings.

Frederick.

Before you decide, I feel it only fair to make a

confession to you. I could not bear it if our futuie

life were founded on a lie. Victoria, in my depart-

ment there is a stenographer. She is of the feminine

gender. She has blue eyes and little yellow curls at

the nape of her neck. The rest I leave to your
imagination.
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VrOTORIA.

How abominable. And I always thought you had
such a nice mind.

Frederick.

I am unworthy of you. I know it only too, too

well. You can never, forgive me.

William.

Dirty dog.

Victoria.

That certainly simplifies matters. I don't quite

see myself as the third lady in the back row of a

harem.

William.

You would run no risk of being that in Canada.

Women are scarce in Manitoba.

Victoria.

What are you talking about 1

William.

I have come to the conclusion that England offers

me no future now the war is over. I shall resign my
commission The empire needs workers, and I am
ready to take my part in reconstruction. Make me
the happiest of men, Victoria, and we’ll emigrate

together.

Victoria.

To Canada ?
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FflEDERIGK.

Where the sables come from.

Victoria.

Not the best ones.

William.

I shall buy a farm. I think it would be a very
good plan if you employed your leisure in learning

how to cook the simple fare on which we shall live.

I believe you can wash ^

Victoria.

asperity,’] Lace.

But I think you
cows.

William.

should also learn how to milk

Victoria.

I don't like cows.

William,

I see the idea appeals to you. It will be a wonder-
ful life, Victoria. You’ll light the fire and scrub the

floors, and you’ll cook the dinner and wash the clothes.

You'll vote.

Victoria.

And what shall I do in my spare moments

William.

We will cultivate your mind by reading the En-
cyclopaedia Britannica together. Take a good look

at us, Victoria, and say which of us it's to be.
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Victoria.

To tell you the truth, I don’t see why it should be

either.

Frederick.

Hang it all, it must be one or the other.

Victoria.

I think no one can deny that since the day I

married you I’ve sacrificed myself in eveiy mortal

way Tve worked myself to the bone to make you
comfortable. Very few men have ever had such a

wife as I’ve been to both of you ! But one must
think of oneself sometimes.

William.

How true.

Victoria.

The war is over now, and I think I’ve done my
bit. Fve married two D.S.O.’s. Now I want to

marry a liolls-Eoyce.

Frederick.

[^Astonished.] But I thought you adored us.

ViCTOiirA.

Well, you see, I adore you both. It’s six of one
and half a dozen of the other, and the result is . . .

William.

A wash-out.
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Frederick.

Hang it all, I think it's a bit thick. Do you mean
to say that youVe fixed up to marry somebody else

behind our back

Victoria.

You know I wouldn’t do a thing like that, Freddie.

Frederick.

Well, I don’t tumble.

Victoria.

My dear Freddie, have you ever studied the
domestic habits of the unicorn?

Frederick.

I am afraid my education was very much neglected.

Victoria,

The unicorn -is a shy and somewhat timid animal,

and it is impossible to catch him with the snares of

the hunter. But he is strangely impressionable to

the charms of the fair sex. When he hears the frou-

frou of a silk petticoat he forgets his native caution.

In short, a pretty woman can lead him by the nose.

[Taylor comes in.]

Taylor.

Mr. Leicester Paton is downstairs in his ear, madam.

Victoria

Is it the Rolls-Eoyce ?
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Taylor.

I think it is, madam.

Victoria.

[With a smile of triumph.] Say I'Jl come down at

once.

Taylor.

Very good, madam. [Kdt ]

VicroRiA.

The unicorn’s going to take me out to luncheon.

[She makes a long nose at them and goes out.]

END OE THE SECOND ACT



ACT III

The kitchen. Atone end is a rcmge, with a gas-sfove,

at the other end a dresser on which are and
dishes. At the hack a door leads out to the area and
near it is a window^ lolth non bars, tJnvugh which

can he seen the area ste^s and persons oscending

and descending them. In the middle of the room
is a htchen table, and here and there kitchen chairs.

There is linoleum on the floor. The place is clean,

sanitary, and cheer]ul.

William is sitting on one of the chairs with his

feet on another, reading a thin, paper-hound novel of

the sort that is published at threepence and sold by

the newsagent round the corner. Frederick comes

in loith a scuttle full of coals.

Frederick.

[Putting down the scuttle.'] I say, these coals weigh
about a ton. You might carry them upstairs.

William.

[Cheerfully.] I might, but I’m not going to.

Frederick.

1 wouldn’t ask you, only since I was wounded in

the arm serving my country I haven’t the strength I

had once.

William.

[Suspiciously.] Which arm were you wounded in ?

I2I
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FREDEaiCK.

\Promptljj,'\ Both arms.

William.

Garry the coals on your head then. I believe

that’s the best waj^ really. And they say it improves

the figure.

Frederick.

You heartless devil.

Wjlliam.

Fd do it like a shot, old man, only the doctor said

it was very bad for my heart to carry heavy weights.

Frederick.
What’s the matter with your heart ? You said you

wore wounded in the head.

William.

Besides, it isn’t my work. I’m doing the cooking.

You leally can’t expect me to do housework as well.

Frederick.

Are you doing the cooking? It looks to me as

though you wore just sitting about doing nothing.

I don’t see why I should have to sweat my life out.

William.

You see, you have no organization. Housework’s
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Frederick.

I was a mug to say Pd do the housework. I might
have known you’d freeze on to a soft job if there was
one.

William.

I naturally undertook to do what I could do best.

That is one of the secrets of organization. Cooking
is an art. Any fool can do housework.

Frederick.

ril give you a thick ear in a minute. You just

try and get a shine on a pair of boots and see if it’s

easy.

William.

I don’t believe you know how to shine a pair of

boots. Did you spit on them ?

Frederick.

No, only on the silver.

WlLLLVM.

You just look nippy and get the table laid while I

finish my book,

Frederick.

\(jloo7ifiilyJ\ Is it luncheon or dinner ?

William.

I don’t know yet, but we’re going to have it down
here because it’s easier for dishing up. Organization

again.
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Frederick.

What does Victoria say to that ?

William.

I haven’t told her yet.

Frederick.

She’s in an awful temper this morning.

William.
Why?

Frederick.

Because the water in the bathroom wasn’t hot.

William.
Wasn’t it ?

Frederick.

You know very well it wasn’t,

William.

I think cold baths are much better for people.

There’d be a damned sight less illness about if cold

baths were compulsory.

Frederick.

Tell that to the horse-marines. You were too

lazy to get up in time. That’s all there is to it.

William.

I wish you’d get on with your work instead of

interrupting me all the time.
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Frederick.

You don’t look as if you were so busy as all that.

William.

I want to find out if the nursery governess married
the duke after all. You should read this after I’ve
finished it.

Frederick.

I don’t have time for reading. When I take on a
job I like to do it properly.

William.

I wish you wouldn’t mumble.

Frederick.

What is there for lunch I \He qoe,^ over to the stor^'

and takes a cover of a saucepan!] What’s this mess ?

William.

Those are potatoes. You might give one of them
a jab with a fork to see how they’re getting on.

Frederick.

It seems rather unfriendly, doesn’t it

'

William.

Oh no, they’re used to it.

[Frederick kikes a fork and tries to trmsfix a

potato,]
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Frederick.

Damn it all, they won't stop still. They're

wriggling all over the place. Wriggle, wriggle,

little tater. How I wonder who’s your mater.

Poetry ! Come here, you little devil. Woa there.

William.

I say, don’t make such a row. This is awfully

exciting. He’s plunged both his hands into her
hair.

Frederick.

Dirty trick, I call it.

William.

Why ? She’d washed it.

Frederick.

[Bringing out a ^potato,] Damn it all, they’re not
skinned.

William.

I suppose you mean peeled.

Frederick.

If there’s anything I dislike it’s potatoes in their
skins.

William.

It’s simply waste to peel potatoes. I never peel
potatoes.

Frederick.

Is that organization ?
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William.

Well, if you ask me, that’s just what it is.

Frederick.

Ever since I’ve been at the War Office Fve heard

fellows talk of organization, but I never could find

anyone to tell me just what it was. It’s beginning
to dawn on me now.

William.

[Still reading.] Well, what is it 1

Frederick.

I’m not going to tell you unless you listen.

William.

[Looking m,] He’s just glued his lips to hers.

Well?
Frederick.

Organization means getting someone else to do
your job for you if you can, and if you can’t, letting

it rip.

William.

I suppose you think you’re funny.

Frederick.

[Putting the potato hack in the saucepan.] The
steak smells as though it was almost done.

William.

Done ? It’s only been on about a quarter of an
hour.
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Fredetuck.

But in a grill-room they do you steak in ten

minutes.

William.

I don’t care about that. You cook meat a quarter

of an hour for every pound. I should have thought

any fool knew that.

Frederick.

What’s that got to do with it ?

William.

I bought three pounds of steak, so Fm going to

cook it for three-quarters of an hour.

Frederick.

Well, it looks to me as if it wanted eating now.

William.

That’s only its cunning. It won’t be ready for

ages yet. I wish you’d let me get on with my story.

Frederick.

lI^uTJed.l But look here, if there were three

steaks of a pound each you’d cook them a quarter of

an hour each.

William.

Exactly. That’s what I say. That comes to three-

quarters of an hour.
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Frederick.

But, hang it all, it’s the same quarter of an hour,

William.

You make me tired. You might just as well say
that because three men can walk four miles an hour
each man can walk twelve miles an hour.

Frederick.

But that’s just what I do say.

William.

Well, it’s damned idiotic, that’s all.

Frederick.

No, but I mean exactly the opposite. That’s what
you sai.y. You’ve got me confused now. We’ll have

to start all over again.

William.

I shall never finish this story if you go on like this.

Frederick.

It’s a very important matter. Let’s get a pencil

and a piece of paper and work it out. We must get

it right.

William.

For goodness’ sake go and clean knives or some-

thing, and don’t bother your head about things that

are no concern of yours
9



HOME AND BEAUTY130

Fredehick.

Who’s going to eat the steak ?

William.

You won’t if you’re not careful.

Frederick.

If I’m careful I don’t think I will.

William.

[Beginning to grow feemsh'] Cooking has its rules

like everything else, and it’s just as little use arguing

about them as arguing about women.

Frederick.

Now look here, if you cut that steak into three,

would there be three pounds of steak or not?

William.

Certainly not. There’d be three steaks of one

pound, and that’s quite another matter.

Frederick.

But it would be the same steak.

William.

[Emphatically , It wouldn't be the same steak.

It would be an entirely different steak.

Frederick.

Do you mean to tell me that if you had a steak of

a hundred pounds you’d cook it for twenty-five houis ?
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William.

Yes, and if I had a steak a thousand pounds I’d

cook it for ten days.

Frederick.

It seems an awful waste of gas.

William.

I don’t care about that, it’s logic.

[Enter Victoria.]

Victoria.

I really think it’s too bad of you. Tve been ring-

ing the bell for the last quarter of an hour. There
aie two men in the house, and you neither of you pay
the least attention.

William.

We were having an argument.

Frederick.

Lot me put it before you, Victoria.

William.

It has nothing to do with Victoria. I’m the cook,

and I won’t have anyone come interfering in my
kitchen.

Frederick.

You must do something, Victoria The steak will

be absolutely uneatable.
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VlCTOm 1.

I don’t care. I never eat steak.

WiLLTAivr.

It’s all youll get for luncheon.

Victoria.

I shan’t be here for luncheon.

William.

Why not ? *

Victoria.

Because—because Mr. Leicester Baton has made
me an offer of marriage and I have accepted it.

Frederick.

But you’ve got two husbands already, Victoria.

Victoria.

I imagine you’ll both be gentlemen enough to put
no obstacle in the way of my getting my freedom.

[_A ring is heard,’]

Frederick.

Hulloa, who’s that?

Victoria.

That is my solicitor.
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Frederick.

Your what?

Victoria.

I told him to come at one. Go and open the door,
Freddie, will you ?

Frederick.

"What the dickens does he want ?

Victoria.

He’s going to fix up my divorce.

Frederick.

You’re not letting the grass grow under your feet.

[He goes ouf]

William.
This is a desperate step you’re taking, Victoria

Victoria.

I had to do something. You must see that it*s

quite impossible for a woman to live without servants.

I had no one to do me up this morning.

William.

How on earth did you manage ?

Victoria.

I had to put on something that didn’t need

doing up.
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William.

That seems an adequate way out of the difiBculty.

VlCTORfA.

It so happens that the one frock that didn’t need

doing up was the one frock I didn't want to wear.

William.

You look ravishing in it all the same.

Victoria.

[Rather stiffly.] Td sooner you didn't pay me
compliments, Bill.

William.

Why not ?

Victoria.

Well, now that I'm engaged to Leicester Baton I

don't think it’s very good form.

William.

Have you quite made up your mind to divorce me 1

Quite.

Victoria,

William.

In that case, I can almost look upon you as another
man’s wife.
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Victoria.

What do you mean by that %

William.

Only that I can make love to you without feeling

a thundering ass.

Victoria.

\_SmilingJ\ I’m not going to let you make love

to me.

William.

You can’t prevent me from telling you that you’re

the loveliest thing that ever turned a poor man*s
head.

Victoria.

I can close my ears.

William.

[Taking her hamth,'] Impossible, for I shall hold

your hands.

Victoria.

I shall scream.

William.

You can’t, because I shall kiss your lips.

[Ee does so.]

Victoria.

Oh, Bill, what a pity it is you were ever my
husband. Fm sure you’d make a charming lover.
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William.

I have often thought that is the better part.

Victoria.

Take care. They’re just coming. It would never

do for my solicitor to find me in my husband’s arms.

William.

It would be outrageous.

[Frederick mhers in the visitor, Mr. A. B.

Raham is a solicUm\ Theye is nothing more

to he said about him.
"I

Victoria.

How do you do, Mr. Raham ? Do you know my
husbands ?

Mr. Raham.

I’m pleased to meet you, gentlemen. I dare say it

will facilitate matters if I am told which of you is

which, and which is the other.

Victoria.

This is Major Cardew, my first husband, and this

is my second husband. Major Lowndes.

Mr. Raham.

Ah, that makes it quite clear. Both Majors.
Interesting coincidence.

William.

I suppose that Mrs. Lowndes has put you in

possession of the facts, Mr. Raham ?
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Mr. Eaham.
I think so. Wo had a long talk at my office

yesterday.

Frederick.

You can quite understand that it’s a position of

some delicacy for Mrs. Cardew.

Mr. Eauam.

[Puzzled,] Mrs. Cardew? Where does Mrs.
Cardew come in 1

Frederick.

This is Mrs. Cardew.

Mr. Eaham.

Oh, I see what you mean. That, in short, is the
difficulty. Is this lady Mrs. Cardew or Mrs.
Lowndes? Well, the fact is, she has decided to be
neither.

Victoria.

I’ve just broken it to them.

William.

You find* us still staggering from the shock.

Frederick.
Staggering.

Mr. Eaham.

She has determined to divorce you both. I have

told her that this is not necessary, since she is

obviously the wife of only one of you.
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Victoria.

[Argumentatmly-] In that case, what am I to the

other ?

Mr. Eaham.

Well, Mrs. Cardew, or shall we say Lowndes I

hardly like to mention it to a lady, but if you’ll

excuse me saying so, you’re his concubine.

William.

I rather like that, it sounds so damned Oriental.

Victoria.

[loidignanily.] 1 never heard of such a thing,

William.

Oh, Fatima, your face is like the full moon, and
your eyes are like the eyes of a young gazelle.

Come, dance to me to the sound of the lute.

Victoria.

Well, that settles it, I shall divorce them both
just to prove to everyone that they’re both my
husbands.

Frederick.

I think it’s just as well to take no risks.

Mr. Eaham.

Do I understand that you two gentlemen are

agreeable 1
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William.

Speaking for myself, I am prepared to sacrifice my
feelings, deep as they are, to the happiness of

Victoria.

Mr. Raham.

Very nicely and feelingly put.

Victoria.

He always was a gentleman.

Mr. Raham.

[To Frederick,] Now you, Major Cardew.

Frederick.

My name is Lowndes.

Mr. Raham.

My mistake. Of course you’re Major Lowndes.
I made a mental note of it when we were intro-

duced. Cardew—camel-face, Lowndes—^litigation.

Pelmanism, you know,

Frederick.

I see. It doesn’t seem very effective, though.

Mr. Raiiam.

Anyhow, that is neither here nor there. Will you
give this lady the freedom she desires ?
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Fkederkjk.

I will. [With a jpuzded looh'\ When did I last

say those words? {^Remembering
."I

Of course, the

marriage service.

Mr. Raham.

AVell, so far so good. I am under the impression

that when it comes to the point we shall not need to

take both you gentlemen into court, bufc I quite

agree wifch Mrs. Lowndes-Cardew that it will save
time and trouble if we get up the case against both
of you in the same way. Since you will neither of

you defend the ease, there is no need for you to go
to the expense of legal advice, so I propose to go
into the whole matter with you now.

Victoria.

You can feel quite easy about taking Mr. Eaham's
advice. He has arranged more divorce cases than
any man in England.

Mr. Raham.

I venture to say that there are few of the best
families in this country that haven’t made use of my
sermes in one way or another. Outraged husband,
deceived wife, co-respondent or intervener; it’s

hardly likely that anyone who is anyone won’t
figure sooner or later in one or other of these
cajpacities. And although it’s I as says it, if he’s
wise he comes to me. My maxim has always been :

I)o it quickly; don’t let’s have a lot of fuss and
bother. And, just to show you how my system
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woi*ks, there are ladies for whom IVe got a divorce
irom three or four successive husbands, and never
a word of scandal has sullied the purity of their iair

name.

William.

You must be a verj?’ busy man.

Mr. Eaham.

I assure you, Major, I’m one of the busiest men in

London.

William.

Fortunately, some marriages are happy.

Mr. Raham.

Don’t you believe it, Major Cardew. There are

no happy marriages. But there are some that are

tolerable.

Victoria.

You are a pessimist, Mr. Rahani. I have made
both my husbands ideally happy.

Mr. Raham.

But I will come to the point. Though, perhaps, it

is hardly necessary, I will point out to you gentlemen

what the law of the country needs in order to free a

couple who, for reasons which merely concern them-

selves, have decided that they prefer to part company.

If a husband wishes to divorce his wife he need prove

nothing but adultery, but the English law recognizes
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the natural polygamy of man, and when a wife desires

to divorce her husband she must prove besides cruelty

or desertion. Lot us take these first. Do you wish

the cause of offence to be cruelty or desertion ?

ViGTOKIA.

Personally, I should prefer desertion.

, William.

Certainly. I should very much dislike to be cruel

to you, Victoria.

Fredeeiok.

And you know I could never hurt a fly.

Mr. Eaham.

Then we will settle on desertion. I think myself

it is the more gentlemanly way, and besides, it is

more easily proved. The procedure is excessively

simple. Mrs, Cardew-Lowndes will write you a

letter, which I shall dictate, asking you to return to

her—the usual phrase is “ to make a home for her ''

—

and you will refuse. I propose that you should both
give me your refusals now.

William.

[SurprisedJ] Before we’ve had the lettei ?

Mr. Eaiiam.

Precisely. The letter which she will write, and
which is read out in court, is so touching that on one
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occasion the husband, about to be divorced, was so
moved that he immediately returned to his wife.

She was very angry indeed, and so now I invariably
get the refusal first.

William.

It's so difficult to write an answer to a letter that
hasn't been written.

Mr. Eaham.

To meet that difficulty I have also prepared the

replies. Have you a fountain-pen %

William.
Yes.

Mr. Eaham.

\Talmcj a piece of paper from Ids pocket-hooh and iwo

sheets of paper,
'\

If you will kindly write to my dic-

tation, we will settle the matter at once. Here is a

sheet of paper.

William.

{Taking it.'] The address is—Hotel Majestic.

Mr. Eaham.

You will see the point later. Here is a piece for

you, Major,

[He gives it to Frederick.]

Frederick.

Do we both write the same letter 1
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Mr. Eahaim.

Certainly not. I have two letters that I generally

make use of, and I propose that you should each of

you write one of them. The note of one is sorrow

rather than anger. The other is somewhat vitupera-

tive. You can decide among yourselves which of

you had better write which.

Victoria.

They both habitually swore at me, but I think

Bilhs language was more varied.

m

Mr. Eaham.

That settles it. Are you ready, Major Lowndes ?

Frederick.

[Getting ready to write.] Fire away.

Mr. Eahaai.

[Dictaiing.'] My dear Victoria, I have given your
letter anxious consideration. If I thought there was
any hope of our making a gi*eater success of married

life in the future than we have in the past I should

be the first to suggest that we should make one more
attempt.

William.

Very touching.

Mr. Eaham.

[Continuing.] But I have regretfully come to the

conclusion that to return to you would only be to
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cause a recurrence of tlie unhappy life from which I

know that you have suffered no less than I. I am
bound therefore definitely to refuse your request. I

do not propose under any circumstances to return to

you. Yours sincerely.—Now sign your full inmie.

Victoria.

A very nice letter, Freddie. I shall always think
pleasantly of you.

Frederick.

1 have my points.

Mr. Raham.

Now, Major Cardew, are you ready ?

William,
Quite.

Mu. Raham.

My dear Victoria, I am in receipt of your letter

asking me to return to you. Our life together has

been a hell upon earth, and I have long realized that

our marriage was a tragic mistake. You have sickened

me with scenes and tortured me with jealousy. If

you have tried to make me happy you have succeeded

singularly ill. I trust that 1 shall never see you
again, and nothing in the world will induce me ever

to resume a life which 1 can only describe as a

miserable degradation.

William.
Thick, eh?

10
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Mfi. Eahajm.

Now the crowning touch. Mark the irony of the

polite ending : I beg to remain yours most sincerely.

—Now sign your name.

William.

I’ve signed it.

Mr. Raham.

Then that is settled. Now we only have to go
into court, apply for a decree for restitution of con-

jugal rights, and six months later bring an action for

divorce.

Victoria.

Six months later ! But when shall I be free, then 'I

Mr. Raham

In about a year.

Victoria.

Oh, but that won't do at all. I must have my
freedom by—welb before the racing season ends, at

all events.

Mr. Raiiam.

As soon as that ?

Victoria.

The Derby, if possible. Certainly by the Two
Thousand Guineas.
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Mr. Eaham.

[Sho'ugging Im sho^dders.] In that case the only
thing is cruelty.

Victoria.

It can’t be helped. They’ll have to be cruel.

Frederick.

I don’t like the idea, Victoria.

Victoria.

Try and be a little unselfish for once, darling.

William.

I could never strike a woman.

Victoria.

If I don’t mind I don’t see why you should.

Mr, Eaham.

Cruelty has its advantages. If it’s properly wit-

nessed it has a convincing air which desertion never

has.

Victoria.

My mother will swear to anything.

Mr. Eaham.

Servants are better. The judges are often unduly
suspicious of the mother-in-law’s testimony. Of

course, one has to be careful. Once, I remember, on

my instructions the guilty husband hit the lady I
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was acting for in the jaw, which unfortunately

Iviiocked out her false teeth. The gentleman she

had arranged to marry happened to be present and

he was so startled that he took the night train for

the Continent and has never been heard of since.

William.

Pm happy to say that Victoria’s teeth are all her

own.

Mr. Eaham.

On another occasion I recommended a gentleman

to take a stick and give his wife a few strokes with

it. I don’t know if he got excited or what, but ha

gave her a regular hiding.

Victoria.

How awful

!

Mr. Eaiiam.

It was indeed, for she threw her arms round his

neck, and, saying she adored him, refused to have
anything more to do with the divorce. She was
going to marry a colonel in the army, and he was
most offensive to me about it. I had to tell him that

if he didn’t leave my oflSce I would send for the

police.

Victoria

You’re dreadfully discouraging.

Mr. Raiiam.

Oh, I merely tell you that to show jrou what may
happen. But I have devised my own system and I
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have never known it fail. I always arrange for three
definite acts of cruelty. First at the dinner-table.
Now, please listen to me carefully, gentlemen, and
follow my instructions to the letter. When you
have tasted your soup you throw down the spoon
with a clatter and say : Good Lord, this soup is un-
eatable. Can't you get a decent cook You, madam,
will answer ; I do my best, darling. Upon which
you, crying with a loud voice: Take that, you
damned fool, throw the plate straight at her. With
a little ingenuity the lady can dodge the plate, and
the only damage is done to the table-cloth.

Victoria.

I like that.

Mr. Eaiiam.

The second act is a little more violent. I suppose

you have a revolver.

William.

At all events, I can get one.

Mr. Eaham.

Having carefully removed the cartridges, you ring

the bell for the servant, and just as she opens the

door, you point it at the lady and say: You lying

devil, 111 kill you. Then you, madam, give a loud

shriek, and cry to the maid : Oh, save me, save me.

Victoria.

I shall love doing that. So dramatic.
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Mr. Eaham.

I think it’s effective. When the servant tells her

story in court it is very seldom that an audible thrill

does not pass over the audience. They describe it in

the papers as : Sensation.

Victoria.

[Practising.] Oh, save me. Save me.

Mr. Eaham.

Now we come to physical as opposed to moral

cruelty. IVs as well to have two witnesses to this.

The gentleman takes the lady by the throat, at the

same time hissing malevolently : Til throttle you if

I swing for it, by God. It^s very important to leave

a bruise so that the doctor, who should be sent for

immediately, can swear to it.

Victoria.

I don't like that part so much.

Mr. Eaham.

Believe me, it’s no more unpleasant than having a

tooth stopped. Now if one of you gentlemen would
just go up to the lady we’ll practise that. I set great
store on this particular point, and it’s important
that there should be no mistake. Major Cardew,
would you mind obliging?

Not at all.

William.
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Victoria.

Be careful, Bill.

William.

Do I take her with both hands or only one ?

Mr. Raiiam.

Only one.

[WrLLiAM sevAS Victoria hj the throai,']

Mr. Eaham.

That^s right. If he doesn’t press hard enough kick

him on the shins.

William.

If you do, Victoria, I swear I’ll kick you back.

Mr. Eaham.

That’s the spirit. You can’t make a bruise without

a little violence. Now hiss.

I’m choking.

Hiss, hiss.

Victoria.

Mr. Eaham.

William.

ril throttle you if I swing for it, by God.
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Mr. Eaham.

Splendid! A real artist. You’re as good as

divorced already.

Victoria.

He did say it well, didn’t he I It really made my
blood turn cold.

Frederick.

Do you want me to do it too ?

Mr. Eaham.

Now youVe seen the idea I think it’ll do if you
just practise it once or twice with Major Gardew.

Frederick.

Oh, all right.

Mr. Eaham.

Now we come to a point trivial enough in itself,

but essential in order to satisfy the requirements ot

our English law. Adultery.

William.

That I think you can safely leave to us.

Mr. Eaham.

By no means. I think that would be most
dangerous.
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William.

Hang it all, man, human nature can surely be
trusted there.

Mu. Eaham.

We are not dealing with human nature, we are

dealing with law.

William.

Law be blowed. With the price of a suppci in my
pocket and an engaging maimer I am prepared to

supply you with all the evidence you want.

Mk. Eaham.

I am shocked and horrified by your suggestion.

Do you expect a man in my position to connive at

immorality h

WlLLIAJVI.

Immorality. Well, there must be—shall we say a

sou]^(^oii of it—under the painful circumstances.

Mr. Eaham

Not at all I always arrange this part of the

proceedings with the most scrupulous regard to

propriety. And before we go any further I should

like to inform you that unless you are prepared to

put out of your mind anything that is suggestive of

indecent behaviour I shall decline to have anything

more to do with the case.
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ViOTOKIA.

I think you must have a nasty mind, Bill.

William.

But, my dear Victoria, I only wanted to make
things easy for you. I apologize. I put myself in

your hands, Mr. Eaham.

Mr. Raham.

Then please listen to me. I will engage a suite of

rooms for you at the Hotel Majestic. You will

remember it was from there you wrote the letter in

which you declined to return to your wife. The
judge never fails to remark on the coincidence. On
a date to be settled hereafter you will come to my
office, where you will meet a lady.

William,

Do you mean to say you provide her too ?

Mr. Eaham.

Certainly.

Fredertcr.

What’s she like

Mr. Raham.

A most respectable person. I have employed her
in these oases for many years.

William.

It sounds as though she made a business ot it.
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Mr. Eaham.

She does.

Frederick.

What!

Mr. Eaham.

Yes, she had the idea—^amost ingenious one to my
mind—that in these days of specialized professions

there was great need for someone to undertake the
duties of intervener. That is the name by which
the lady is known adultery with whom is the motive
-for divorce. She has been employed by the best

legal firms in London, and she has figured in practi-

cally all the fashionable divorces of the last fifteen

years.

William.

You amaze me.

Mr. Eaham.

I have felt it my duty to give her all the work
I can on account of a paralyzed father, whom she

supports entirely by her exertions.

Victoria.

Not an unpleasant existence, I should imagine.

Mr. Eaham.

If you knew her you would realize that no thought

of that has ever entered her mind. A most unselfish,

noble-minded woman.
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William.

Does she make money by it ?

Mr. Eaham.

Sufficient for her simple needs She only charges

twenty guineas for her services.

William.

Fm sure I could get it done for less.

Mr. Eaham.

Not by a woman of any refinement.

William.

Well, well, with most of us it’s only once in a

lifetime,

Mr. Eaham.

I will proceed. You will fetch this lady at my
office, and you will drive with her to the Hotel
Majestic, where you will register as Major and
Mrs, Cardew. You will be shown into the suite of

rooms which I shall engage for you, and supper will

be served in the sitting-room. You will partake of

this, and you will drink champagne.

Wif.LlAM.

1 should like to choose the brand myself.

Mr. Eaham.

[^Magnmimomly*'] I have no objection to that.
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William.
Thank';.

Mr. Eaham.

Then you will play cards. Miss I^lontraorency is

a wonderful card-player. She not only has an
unparalleled knowledge of all games for two, but
she can do a great number of tricks. In this way
you will find the night pass without tediousness, and
in the morning you will ring for breakfast.

Frederick.

I’m not sure if I should have much appetite for it.

Mr. Raham.

I never mind my clients having brandy and soda

instead. It looks well in the waiter’s evidence.

And after having paid your bill, you will take

Miss Montmorency in a taxi-cab and deposit her at

my office.

William.

It sounds a devil of a beano.

Frederick.

I should like to see her first.

Mr. Raham.

That is perfectly easy. I know that ladies in

these cases often like to see the intervener them-

selves. Ladies are sometimes very suspicious, and
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even tiiough they’re getting rid of their husbands,

they don’t want them to—well, run any risks ;
and

so 1 took the liberty of bringing Miss Montmorency
with me. She is waiting in the taxi at the door, and
if you like I will go and fetch her.

Fkederigk.

Al. ril go along and bring her down.

Victoria.

Is she the sort of person I should like to meet,

Mr. Kaham'2

Mr. Eaham.

Oh, a perfect lady. She comes from one of the

best families in Shropshire.

Victoria.

Do fetch her, Freddie. Now I come to think of it,

I should like to see her. Men are so weak, and I

shall be easier in my mind if I can be sure that these

poor boys won’t be led astray.

[Frederick goes oiif
]

William.

Do you mean to say that with this evidence you
will be able to get a divorce *2

Mr. Eaham.

Not a doubt of it. Fve got hundreds.
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William.

I am only a soldier, and I dare say you will not he
surpiised if I am mentally deficient.

Mr. Raham.
Not at all. Not at all.

William.

Why on earth does such a state of things exist

Mr. Raham.

Ah, that is a question which at one time I often

asked myself. I confess it seemed to me that

when two married persons agreed to separate it was
nobody’s business but their own. I think if they

announced their determination before a justice of

the peace, and were given six months to think the

matter over, so that they might be certain they knew
their minds, the marriage might then be dissolved

without further trouble. Many lies would never be

told, much dirty linen would never be washed in

public, and the sanctity of the marriage tie would be

strengthened rather than lessened if the world were

spared the spectacle of the sordid aspect the state

which is called blessed too often wears. There

would be a notable saving of time, money, and

decency. But at last I hit upon the explanation.

William.
What is it, then ?
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Mk. Raham.

If the law were always wise and reasonable it

would be obeyed so easily that to obey the law

would become an instinct. Now, it is not for the

good of the community that the people should be too

law-abiding. So our ancestors in the wisdom of their

hearts devised certain laws which were vexatious or

absurd, so that men should break them and therefore

be led insensibly to break others.

William.

But why is it not for the good of the community
that the people should be too law-abiding.

Mr. Kaham.

My dear sir, how else would the lawyers earn their

living ?

William.

I had forgotten them. I see your point.

Mr. Raham.

I hope I have convinced you.

William.

Completely.

[At tlm moment Frederick comes in. He is

pale and dishevelled. He staggers into the

room like a man who has been exposed to a
tremendous shock.l
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Predericic,

[Gashing, Brandy I Brandy !

William.

What’s the matter ?

Frederick.
Brandy !

[He fills almost half a glass with brandy and
tosses it off. A voice is heard outside the door.']

Miss Montmorency.

Is this the way 1

Mr. Kahajvi.

Come straight in, Miss Montmorency.

[She enters . . She is a spinster of uncertain age.

She might he fiftyfive. She holes rather like a
hard-boiled eg\j^ but there is in her gestures a
languid grace. She sjpeahs with a slight drawl,

pronouncing her words with refinement, and her

manner is a mixture of affability and condescen-

sion. She might be'a governess in a very good

family in the subwrbs. Her respectability is

portentous.]

Miss Montmorency.

Bat this is the kitchen.

[William takes a long look at her, then gets up
and goes to the brandy. His hand shakes so

violently that the nec'k of the bottle rattles

against the glass. He takes a long drink.]
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Victoria.

Vm afraid it^s the only room in the house that^s

habitable at the moment.

Mi&s Montmorency.

To the practised observer the signs of domestic
infelicity jump to the eye, as the French say.

Mr. Eaham.

Miss Montmorency—Mrs. Frederick Lowndes.

Miss Montmorency.

[Gracioibsly,] I'm charmed to make your acquaint-

ance. The injured wife, I presume ?

Victoria.
Er— yes.

Miss Montmoiienoy.

So sad. So sad. I’m afraic the war is responsible
for the rupture of many happy marriages. I’m
booked up for weeks ahead. So sad. So sad.

Victoria.

Do sit down, won’t you.

Miss Montmorency.

Thank you. Do you mind if I get out my note-
book *2 I like to get everything perfectly clear, and
my memory isn’t what it was.

Of course.

Victoria.
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Miss Montmorei^cy.

And now, which of these gentlemen is the erring
husband ?

Victoria..

Well, they both are.

Miss Montmorency.

Oh, really. And which are you going to marry
after you’ve got your divorce “2

Victoria.

Neither.

Miss Montmorency.

This is a very peculiar case, Mr. Raham, When
I saw these two gentlemen I naturally concluded

that one of them was the husband Mrs. Frederick

Lowndes was discarding and the other the husband
she was acquiring. The eternal triangle, you know.

William.

In this case the triangle is four-sided*

Mi«s Montmorency.

Oh, how very peculiar.

Mr. Raham.

We see a lob of strange things in our business.

Miss Montmorency.

Miss Montmorency.

To whom do you say it, as the French say.
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Victoria.

I don’t want yon to think that I’ve been at all

light or careless, but the fact is, through no fault of

my own, they’re both my husbands.

Miss Montmorency.

[Taking it as a matter of course,’] Oh, really. How
very interesting. And which are you divorcing %

Victoria.

I’m divorcing them both.

Miss Montmorency.

Oh, I see. Very sad. Very sad.

William.

We’re taking as cheerful a view of it as we can.

Miss Montmorency.

Ah, yes, that’s what I say to my clients. Courage
Courage.

Frederick.

[With a start] When ?

Victoria.

Be quiet, Freddie.

Miss Montmorency.

I think I ought to tell you at once that I shouldn’t
like to misconduct myself—I use the technical ex-
pression—with both these gentlemen.
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Mr. Eaham.

Oh, Miss Montmorency, a woman of your ex-

perience isn’t going to strain at a gnat.

Miss Montmorency.

No, but I shouldn’t like to swallow a camel.

Me. EtAHAM,

We shall be generous, Miss Montmorency.

Miss Montmorency.

I have to think of my self-respect. One gentleman

is business, but two would be debauchery.

Mr. Raham.

Mrs. Lowndes is anxious to put this matter

through as quickly as possible.

Miss Montmorency.

I dare say my friend Mrs. Onslow Jervis would

oblige if I asked her as a personal favour.

Yictoria.

Are you sure she can be trusted

Miss Montmorency.

Oh, she’s a perfect lady and most respectable.

She’s’ the widow of a clergyman, and she has two

sons in the army. They’ve done so well in the war.
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Me. Eaham.

Unless we can get Miss Montmorency to recon-

sider her decision I'm afraid we shall have to put up

with Mrs. Onslow Jervis.

Miss Montmorency.

I am adamant, Mr. Eaham. Adamant.

Ereberiok.

I’m all for Mrs, Onslow Jervis personally.

Miss Montmorency.

Then you fall to me, Major ... I didn’t catch

your name.

William.
Cardew.

Miss Montmorency.

I hope you play cards.

William.
Sometimes.

Miss Montmorency.

I’m a great card-player. Piquet, ecartd, cribhagc,

double dummy, baccarat, bezique, I don’t mind what
I play. It’s such a relief to find a gentleman who’s
fond of cards.

William.

Otherwise I dare say the night seems rather long.
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M[ss Montmorency.
Oh, not to me, you know. Tm such a student of

human nature. But my gentlemen begin to grow a
little restless when IVe talked to them for six or
seven hours.

William.

I can hardly believe it.

Miss Montmorency.

One gentleman actually said he wanted to go to

bed, but, of course, I told him that would never do.

Victoria.

Forgive my asking—you know what men are—do
they never attempt to take any liberties with you ?

Miss Montmorency.

Oh no. If you’re a lady you can always keep a

man in his place. And Mr. Eaham only takes the

very best sort of divorces. The only unpleasantness

IVe ever had was with a gentleman sent to me by a

firm of solicitors in a cathedral city. I took a dislike

to him the first moment I saw him, and when he

refused to drink anything at supper but ginger-beer

I was on my guard. A cold sensualist, I said to

myself.

Victoria.

Oh, I know so well what you mean.
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Miss Montmorency.

lie had no sooner finished his second bottle of

ginger-beer than, without any warning at all, he

said : I am going to kiss you. You could have heard

a pin drop. I pretended to think he was joking,

so I said : We have met for business rather than

pleasure. And what d'you think he answered ? He
said : This is one of the rare occasions on which

one can combine the two. I didn't lose my presence

of mind. I expostulated with him. I told him I was
a woman and defenceless, and he said : That’s just

it. Not a gentleman, of course, not in the best

sense of the word. I appealed to his better nature.

But all in vain. I didn’t know what to do, when
suddenly I had an inspiration. I rushed to the door
and called in the detective who was watching us. He
protected me.

Mr. Raham.

It was risky, Miss Montmorency. The judge
might have said there was collusion.

Miss Montmorency.

Necessity knows no law, Mr. Raham, as those
dreadful Germans say, and I was terribly frightened,

William.

I can assure you, Miss Montmorency, that you
need have no fear that I shall take advantage of

your delicate position.

Miss Montmorency.

Of course, you will divest yourself of none of your
raiment.
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William.

On the contrary, I propose to put on an extra suit

of clothes.

Miss Montmorency.

Oh, Mr. Raham, please don’t forget that I only
drink Pommery. In the Twickenham divorce they
sent up Pol Roger, and Pol Roger always gives me
indigestion. Fortunately the dear Marquis, who
suffers from dyspepsia, had some pepsin tabloids with
him or I don’t know what I should have done.

Mr. Raham.

I’ll make a note of it at once.

Miss Montmorency.

190 C. [To William.] Pm sure we shall have a

delightful night. I can see that we have much in

common.

William.

It’s too good of you to say so.

Miss Montmorency.

[To Frederick.] And I know you’ll like Mrs.

Onslow Jervis. A perfect lady. She has such charm

of manner. So much ease. You can see that she

did a lot of entertaining when her husband was

Vicar of Clacton. They have a very nice class of

people at Clacton.

Frederick.

I shall be charmed to meet her.
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Miss Montmorency.

You will take care not to be at all risque, as the

French say, in your conversation, won’t you?^ Of
course, she’s a woman of the world, but as the widow
of the Vicar of Clacton she feels it only due to

herself to be a little particular.

Frederick.

I promise you Pll be very careful.

Miss Montmorency.

I don’t know what Mi\ Eaham would say to our

sharing a suite. We could play bridge. She’s a

very fine bridge-player, and we only play threepence

a hundred, because in her position she can hardly

gamble, can she?

Mr. Eaham.

I always like to oblige you, Miss Montmorency,
but I hardly think that arrangement would do. You
know how fussy the judges are. We might hit

upon one of them who saw nothing in it.

Miss Montmorency.

I know. They’re tiresome, silly creatures.

Mr. Eaham.

Why, the other day I came across one who wouldn’t
believe the worst had happened when a man and a
woman, not related in any way, mind you, were
proved to have been alone in a room together for

three-quarters of an hour.
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Miss Montmorency.
Oh, well, let us take no risks. Business is business.

It must be you and me alone then, Major Cardew.
You will let me know in good time when you fix the
fatal night. I’m very much booked up just now.

Mr. Eahaivi,

Of course, we will do everything to suit your
convenience, Miss Montmorency. And now, Mrs.
Lowndes, since we have settled everything, I think
Miss Montmorency and I will go.

Victoria.

I can’t think of anything else.

Miss Montmorency.

Excuse my taking the liberty, Mrs. Frederick

liOwndes, but after your great trouble is over should

you be wanting any face massage, may I give you
my card?

Victoria.

Oh, do you do face massage %

Miss Montmorency.

Only for ladies who are personally recommended
to me. Here is my card.

Victoria.

\Loohing at it,'\ Esmeralda.
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Miss Montmorency.

Yes, it’s a pretty name, isn’t it ? I also make the

Esmeralda cream. The Marchioness of Twickenham’s
face was simply ravaged when she was divorcing the

Marquis, and, believe me, after a course of twelve

treatments you wouldn’t have known her.

Victoria.

Of course, all this sort of thing is a great nervous

shock.

Miss Montmorency.

Oh, I know. And there’s nothing like face massage

for soothing the nerves.

Victoria.

ril certainly keep your cai’d.

Miss Montmorency.

Good-bye, then. [To William.] I’m not going
to say good-bye to you, but au revoir.

William.

Believe me, I look forward to our next meeting.

Mr. Eaham.

Good-morning, Mrs. Lowndes. Good-morning.
[Moving towards the door that leads into the area.] Shall

we go out this way
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Miss Montmorency.

[Just a little token ohachJ\ The area steps ^ Oh,
very well. It's so quaint and old-fashioned. I always
think a lady if she is a lady can do anything.

[She gives a gracioushm and goes out, Joll(yioed hy

Mr Eaha]\t.]

William.

4, This is a hit of all right that you've let us in for,

Victoria.

Victoria.

Well, darling, it's the only thing Fve ever asked
you to do for me in all my life, so you needn't

complain.

William.

I will hear it like a martyr.

Victoria.

Now, the only thing left is for me to hid you
good-bye.

Frederick.
Already ?

Victoria.

You must understand that under the circumstances

it wouldn't he quite nice for me to stay here. Be-

sides, without servants, it’s beastly uncomfortable.

William.

W on’t you even stay to luncheon ?
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VrcTOuiA.

I don't think I will, thanks. I think I shall get a

better one at mother’s.

FREB^miCK.

Oh, are you going there ?

Victoria.

Where else do you expect a woman to go in a

crisis like this ?

WiLLUM.

I should think the steak was about done, Freddie.

Frjsdeeick.

Oh, I’d give it another hour or two to make sure.

ViOTOKIA.

Of course, I realize that it’s a painful moment for

both of you, but as you say, we shan’t make it any
easier by dragging it out.

WiLLUM.
True.

Victoria.

Good-bye, Bill. I forgive you everything, and I

hope we shall always be good friends.

William.

Good-bye, Victoria. I hope this will not be by
any means your last marriage.
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Victoria.

When everything is settled you must come and
dine with us. Pm sure you’ll find that Leicester has

the best wines and cigars that money can buy.

[She turns to Mm an indifferent cheel\'\

William.

[Kissing Good-bye.

Victoria.

And now, Freddie, it’s your turn. Now that

there’s nothing more between us you might give me
back that pin I gave you.

Frederick.

[Talcing it out of his tieJ\ Here you are.

Victoria.

And there was a cigarette-case.

Frederick.

[Qivmg it her.l Take it.

Victoria.

They say jewellery has gone up tremendously in

value since the war. I shall give Leicester a

cigarette-case as a wedding present.

William.

You always do, Victoria.
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Victoria.

Men like it. Good-bye, Freddie dear. I shall

always have a pleasant recollection of yon.

[She turns the other cheek to him.\

Frederick.

Good-bye, Victoria.

William.

Would you like a taxi*?

Victoria.

No, thanks. I think the exercise will do me good,

[She goes out^ and is seen trip;ping up the area

steps,"]

Frederick.

A wonderful woman.

William.

I shall never regret having married her. Now
let’s have lunch.

Frederick.

I wish I looked forward to it as much as you do.

William.

Dear old man, has this affecting scene taken away
your appetite *2

Frederick.

It’s not the appetite I’m doubtful about. It’s the
steak.
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William.

^

Oh, don’t you worry yourself about that. I’ll just
dish up. [He goes ove?' to the stove and tries to get the

steak out of the frying-2^71 Come out, you great fat

devil. It won’t come out.

Frederick.

That’s your trouble.

William.

[Bringing the frying-jgan to the table,'] Oh, well, we
can eat it just as well out of the frying-pan. Shall I

carve it 1

Frederick.

[Sitting down,] Please.

[William takes a hnife and starts to cut the steak.

It wonH cut. He applies force. The steak

resists stealthily, A little surprised

puts somewhat more strength into it. He makes

no impression. He begins to grow vexed. He
starts to struggle. He sets Ms teeth. It is all

in vain. The sweat pours from his brow,

Frederick watches him in gloomy silence. At
last in a passion William throws down the

knife,]

William.

[Furiousl

fool^

[GentVy.]

]
Why don’t you say something, you

Frederick.

Shall I go and fetch my little hatchet 1

12
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William.

[Attaching the steak again angrily with the hnifeJ\ I

know my theory’s right. If you cook a pound of

meat a quarter of an hour you must cook three

pounds of meat three quarters of an hour.

boy, carrying a large, square, cohered basket, is

seen coming down the area steps. He knocks at

the door."]

Frederick.

Hulloa, who’s this % [He goes to the door and opens.'\

What can I do for you, my son 1

Clarence.

Does Mrs. Frederick Lowndes live here ?

Frederick.

In a manner of speaking.

Clarence.

[Coming in.] From the Eitz Hotel.

Frederick.

What’s that Walk right in, my boy. Put it on
the table.

William.

[Looking at the label] With Mr. Leicester Paton’s
compliments.

It’s luncheon.

Frederick.
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Claeence.

I was told to give the basket to the lady personally.

Frederick.

That’s all rights my boy.

Clarence.

If the lady’s not here Fm to take it back again.

William.

(^Promptly.] She’s just coming downstairs. [He
goes to the door and calls.] Victoria, my darling, that

kind Mr. Leicester Paton has sent you a little light

refreshment from the Eitz.

Frederick.

There’s half-a-crown for you, my lad. Now, you
hop it quick.

Clarence.

Thank you, sir. [lie goes out]

Frederick.

Now you can eat the steak if you like, Fm going

to eat Victoria’s luncheon.

William.

It’s a damned unscrupulous thing to do. I’ll

join you.
[They hmiedly hegm to unpack the basket.]
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Fredeeick.

[Taking off a cover What’s here'* Chicken en

casserole ?

William.

That’s all right. Here, give me that bottle and
see me open it.

[Se fakes out a lottle of champagne and proceeds

to open it.l

Frederick.

PdU de foie gras. Good. Caviare'* No. Smoked
salmon. Stout fellow, Mr. Leicester Paton.

William.

Don’t stand there staring at it. Get it out.

Frederick.

This is a regular beano,

William.

I’m beginning to think the wangler won the war
after all.

Frederick.

Mousse aujambon. He’s got some idea of Victoria’s

appetite.

William.

My dear fellow, love is always blind.
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Fredekick.

Thank God for it, that’s all I say. How’s that

cork going

William.

Half a mo. It’s just coming.

Frederick.

This is what I call a nice little snack. Dear
Victoria, she was a good sort.

In her way.
William.

Frederick.

But give me de foie gras.

William.

[Oetting the bottle o^iened,] Pop. Hand over your
glass.

Frederick.

Here you are. I’m as hungry as a trooper.

William.

Before we start, I want you to drink a toast.

Frederick.

ril drink anything.

William.

[JloUmg ujp his glmJ] Victoria’s third husband.
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Frederick.

God help him

!

William.

And for us—liberty.

[As they (i'llam their glasses the curtain falls

gmckly,
]

THE END
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